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Follow the Little Pictxires! 



CHAPTEB I 

AS I crossed the gangway that connected 
S. S. 8phinx with the pier, mj mind was 
occupied with speculation as to the nature of my 
cabin mate. So much depends upon this chance 
association that it is of supreme importance to 
the pleasure and comfort of the voyage. Will he 
be old or young — ^taciturn or companionable? It 
is a pure lottery. He may be drunken and loath- 
some: on the other hand the acquaintance, so 
casually begun, may develop into a life-long 
friendship. 

It was in some such vein that my thoughts ran 
as I boarded the 8phma. 

^^ Forty-two, sir? This way, sir, please." 

I was early and the cabin steward had time to 
be not only civil but obsequious. 

"Oh no, sir. The other gentleman hasn't 
come aboard yet," he said, in answer to my in- 
quiry. " So, of course, you have the choice of 
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berths, sir. If I might advise, I would suggest 
the upper — if you are a good sailor." 

" I don't get sick, if that is what you mean," 
I replied. ^^ But I think I won't take possession 
of the upi)er berth until the other gentleman ar- 
rives. Just stow away my bags. I shan't un- 
pack anything yet." 

" Very well, sir. As you think best. But you 
would be quite within your rights, sir." 

I left him and went on deck. I wanted that 
upper berth, but I also wanted to begin things 
with my cabin mate in friendly fashion. It would 
be a pity to antagonize him at the start by stand- 
ing on my rights. 

I spent the next few hours lazily watching the 
increasing influx of passengers, hoping or fear- 
ing—according as the faces of the men attracted 
me or repelled me — ^that each might be the sharer 
of my cabin. 

It is not every one who cares to travel by the big 
palatial mail steamer, and the SpJmut — an old 
intermediate boat — ^was evidently going to be 
well-fllled. Amongst the first to attract my at- 
tention was a tall elderly man whom I set down 
in my mind as an English country gentleman. 
He had the rich, healthy complexion that comes 
of a life in the open, and his gray side whiskers 



• •• 



I • • .• • • 
• • • • • 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES 1 

and shaven lip suggested at once the legendary 
figure of John Bull. There was an air of master- 
fulness, of obstinacy, about the man that made 
me judge him to be one with whom it would be 
awkward to argue. 

I have said that he was among the first to at- 
tract my attention, but it was the girl who ac- 
companied him that made me pick him from the 
common throng and hope that it might be he who 
wa« to share my cabin and act as my introduction 
to the lady. 

She was very beautiful. The traveling dress 
that she wore set off her figure to advantage. 
Though only of medium height, her carriage and 
the set of her head made her seem taller. It was 
the beauty of her face, however, that stirred me 
to admiration. She was not vivacious. Her 
brown eyes were soft and dreamy, and the sweet, 
full lips drooped compassionately at the corners. 
Withal there was a feeling of sadness about her 
that to my mind added luster to her beauty. 

I was leaning on the rail close to the gangway, 
BO that they passed close by me as they came 
aboard. At that moment my polite cabin stew- 
ard, now feverishly energetic, fluttered across the 
deck. 

" Hi, you there," called the elderly gentleman 
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in a peremptory tone. " Show us to our cabins. 
My name is Tanish — ^number thirty-seven, I be- 
lieve." 

" Oh yes, sir. Certainly, sir. Come this way. 
The other gentleman has just gone down, sir." 

"Other gentleman! Who the devil's he?" 
Mr. Tanish grew red in the face and his eyes 
seemed to swell in his head. 

" The gent who has taken the other berth in 
thirty-seven, sir." 

Mr. Tanish exploded with rage. I decided in 
my mind that I was glad he was not to share 
forty-two, even if I lost that introduction. 

"I refuse to share my cabin," he bellowed. 
"Do you hear? I refuse to sleep above some 
damned Yankee bagman. I shall make a case of 
this ! They assured me at the booking office that 
I should have ^" 

"Father!" 

The girl, whose striking beauty had drawn my 
attention to the couple, laid her hand upon his 
arm and looked up at him appealingly. 

He shook the little hand oflF roughly, and con- 
tinued his tirade at the top of his hearty voice. 
But the girl was persistent. Again she pressed 
her father^s arm, and said some words in a low 

voice. . 
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Mr. Tanish checked his flow of words, swal- 
lowed convulsiyely, and in a more reasonable 
tone said : 

" Very well, Marigold, have it your own way. 
Show me this cabin, steward, and the scoundrel 
who thinks Yes, yes. Marigold, I uoill be pa- 
tient — confound him ! " 

I turned to move away, feeling suddenly that 
I was an eavesdropper, and my movement at- 
tracted the attention of the steward. He recog- 
nized me, and with a few words of abject apology 
to Mr. Tanish for the delay, he came over to my 
side. 

" Excuse me, sir," he said, " but I thought you 
would be glad to know that you can have which- 
ever berth you like. I find that you have the 
cabin to yourself. You are very fortunate, sir, 
for it is the only one on the ship that is not 
full up." 

I thanked him for the information, and with 
a servile bow, he hurried back to the fuming Mr. 
Tanish. 

I watched the trio disappear below, and after 

a few moments, with no thought of spying, but 

merely that I might lay out my belongings now 

that I knew I was to have the luxury of solitude, 

I followed. 
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As I went along the narrow corridor I walked 
into what promised to develop into an exciting 
rough-and-tumble. The sound of Mr. Tanish's 
voice first advised me that something was amiss, 
and as I approached I found him browbeating a 
stranger whom, in the dim light of the passage, 
I could little more than distinguish. The stew- 
ard had judiciously disappeared and Miss Tanish 
had stood by helplessly, having apparently given 
up hope of restraining her irascible father. 

'^ The thing is an outrage ! " Mr. Tanish was 
shouting as I came within hearing. *^ The most 
astounding piece of villainy I have met with in 
all my experience ! " 

^^ I can assure you, sir, it's no fault of mine." 
The voice of the stranger sounded ludicrously 
mild and weak after Mr. Tanish's domineering 
bass. 

" You insult me by being on the ship, sir ! As 
for occupying the same room with you, I would 
rather sleep in the coal-bunkers. Any one else I 
might have borne with, but that it should be you, 
a mean swindling thief-— what the devil do you 
want? " 

This last was to me. It was impossible to pass 

without interrupting the scene, and I could stay 

no longer without risking a charge of spying. 
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So, with a mild '^ Excuse me, please/' I had at- 
tempted to push my way through. 

^^Oh! Father, please don't!" exclaimed the 
beautiful girl, at this latest rudeness. 

Whether it wa« the tremulous tone of her voice, 
or the tears that floated on her beseeching eyes 
as she turned them from her father to me, as 
though begging me not to make a further scene, 
I cannot tell — ^but instead of explaining that I 
merely wanted to pass, I made a suggestion which 
until that moment had not crossed my mind. 

I addressed myself to the stranger with the 
gentle voice, whom so far I had not rightly seen. 

"Excuse my interference, sir," I said. "I 
couldn't help hearing part of your conversation. 
There seems to be a slight misunderstanding, and 
as I have a two-berth cabin to myself I shall be 
pleased to have you share it — if you don't object, 
sir?" I could not help adding, turning at the 
same time to Mr. Tanish. 

" It has nothing to do with me," he replied, 
somewhat embarrassed, as irascible people are 
apt to be when reduced from bullying to polite- 
ness. " I care nothing where he goes, provided 
that I am quit of him." 

I turned to the man who was spoken of so 

contemptuously and repeated my oflfer. 
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" You're real good, young man/* he said. " It 
seems to me the best thing I can do is to take you 
at your word." 

" Very well. Fm number forty-two. Get the 
steward to fetch your things along." 

They stood aside to let me pass. Mr. Tanish 
made no acknowledgment as I raised my hat, but 
his daughter inclined her head, and the words 
" Thank you," murmured almost under her 
breath, just reached my ear. 

A moment before I had dubbed myself a fool 
for interfering in what was no concern of mine, 
and for giving up the comfort of my cabin to a 
man whom I had not evien properly seen and 
whom I had heard called a mean swindling thief, 
but that gently breathed word of thanks altered 
my outlook, and I went on to my cabin feeling 
repaid for the sacrifice of my comfort. 

A minute or two later there was a knock upon 
my door. It opened in response to my invitation, 
and for the first time I saw the features of the 
man who was to mean so much in my life. 

It is difficult to give an adequate description 
of Jabez Morgan. As he entered my cabin, with 
an amiable smile upon his clean-shaven face, I 
set him down at once as harmless and insignifi- 
cant He had sandy hair and light eyebrows 
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and lashes. His gray eyes looked out with an 
appearance of wonder from behind gold-rimmed 
spectacles. His somewhat pale face had no out- 
standing characteristics to give it distinction. 
The nose was medium in size and inclined to 
snub. The cheeks were full, and rounded into 
the chin so that the jaw-bone was hidden and 
gave no index to character. His clothing, some 
kind of tweed, was neither new nor old. Alto- 
gether, Jabez Morgan was the kind of man whom 
one would pass a dozen times and still fail to 
recognize at the thirteenth meeting. In age he 
might have been anything from twenty-eight to 
forty-five. 

"At least," I thought, as I glanced at the mild 
expression of the newcomer, "there will be no 
trouble about that upper berth.'' 

" I do feel grateful, young man," he said as he 
entered. "My baggage is outside. If I may, 
I'll let the steward bring it in." 

" Certainly," I replied, adding inanely, out of 
an instinctive desire to be polite, "just make 
yourself at home." 

Taking me at my word, he called in the steward 
and proceeded to stow away his belongings. 

" Just put that grip in the upper berth, stew- 
ard. This gentleman will be taking the lower." 
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I protested at once. 

" Not at all/' I said hurriedly. " I would pre- 
fer " 

" No, no, sir,'' he interrupted. " I'm an inter- 
loper, and must rough it a bit. You have done 
enough for me already. That's rights steward — 
the upper berth." 

I made some further attempt at protest, but the 
man seemed so convinced that he was doing me 
a favor, that at last I gave it up, although with 
an uneasy feeling at the back of my head that I 
had been done. 

When the steward had left us to ourselves, the 
little man — ^I always feel inclined to call him 
little, for he gave that impression, though as a 
matter of fact he was really of quite average 
height — ^proceeded to unpack, conversing with me 
as he bent over his portmanteau. 

" Lucky for me you happened along when you 
did. You see, our friend objects to me using this 
earth at all. Mind you, it's my fault, entirely 
my fault. I've kind of annoyed him one way and 
another. By the way, my name is Morgan — 
Jabez Morgan. What's yours? " 

He beamed at me through his spectacles, paus- 
ing in his unpacking while he awaited my an- 
swer. 

12 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

"Eobert Seaton — ^at your service, Mr, Mor- 
gan," I replied. 

"At yours, Mr. Seaton," said he, not to be out- 
done in politeness. " You will find me grateful 
for your kindness. Everything shall be as you 
want it here, for the cabin is yours by right. 
And that reminds me — ^you won't have any ob- 
jection, will you now, to me bolting the door at 
nights? Tm so very nervous I couldn't sleep 
unless I knew the door was securely bolted." 

Now I have a rooted objection to bolted doors. 
I hate to feel that I am under any restraint, and 
on a ship especially one wants to be able to get 
out quickly. 

I told Mr. Morgan my views as plainly as I 
could. 

"That's all right," he replied in his gentle, 
way. " You leave it to me. Everything in this 
cabin must be just as you would have it." 

With this somewhat indeterminate answer he 
left the subject, and soon after we went on deck 
to see the Sphinx cast off from the wharf. 

Yet that night as we sailed out into the 
Atlantic upon our voyage to England, Mr. Mor- 
gan proved that he was not so easily detached 
from the object he had in view. I was the first 

to get into my berth— the berth, by the way, he 

13 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

had chosen for me — and I heard the click as he 
switched off the light. Then just before he 
climbed to the upper berth, I was certain that I 
heard the bolt shot softly in the door, 

I smiled to myself at his persistence and 
turned over to go to sleep. Then that bolt be- 
gan to worry me — to take up a larger and larger 
part of my thoughts — untU at last I realized that 
there would be no sleep for me until it was shot 
back. 

I stepped quietly to the floor, and slipped back 
the bolt. 

Next morning I was first afoot. I put on my 
dressing-gown and turned the handle of the door. 
It did not open, for the bolt was shot. 

Oh yes, for all the insignificance of his ap- 
pearance, Jabez Morgan was a man who liked 
to have his own way. 
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CHAPTER n 

I HAVE described my meeting with Jabez 
Morgan, and with Douglas Tanish and his 
daughter Marigold in some detail, because upon 
that meeting depended the whole future course 
of my life. Thrown thus across my path they 
diverted me into mystery and adventure which 
but for this chance meeting I would never have 
known. 

I was on my way to England to seek my for- 
tune — a reversal of the usual process surely, for 
it is the enterprising young man from the old 
country who, as a rule, goes out to seek his for- 
tune in the States. But I was not an enterpris- 
ing young man. I was much too fond of dream- 
ing and of speculating upon the characters and 
motives of the people with whom I came in con- 
tact, to be a success in America. I did not like 
the rawness and crudity of my native land, for 
so I must call it, though my father was Scottish 
and my mother English by birth and upbringing. 

Unfortunately for me, both my parents died 

while I was still at Harvard, leaving me with a 

small but certain income. I was alone in the 
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I 

world. I finished my course, which was in medi- 
cine, and left the University fully qualified to 
practice my profession. But, as I have said, the 
States did not appeal to me ; I longed to see the 
old country, the home of my parents. 

So at the age of twenty'-five you see me on 
board the Sphinx, with no settled aim except that 
of going to England. I did not intend to be a 
mere sightseer, but I had enough money for my 
needs, and I could afford to wait until I found 
some occupation that was congenial to me. 

I said nothing to Jabez Morgan about my dis- 
covery of his pertinacity, but I made up my mind 
that I would not be bolted in another night. At 
breakfast, which was the first regular meal since 
the vessel sailed, I had him beside me. Mr. 
Tanish and his daughter were seated at another 
table. 

Morgan had little to say for himself. He was 
pleasant and amiable and always ready to beam 
through his spectacles when spoken to, but he 
rarely ventured a remark himself. I decided that 
unobtrusiveness must be added to his negative 
qualities. 

Later in the morning as I wandered aimlessly 

round the deck I encountered Mr. Tanish and his 

beautiful daughter seated in a sheltered spot. 
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The lady smiled pleasantly at my approack, but 
my astonishment was infinite at the demeanor of 
her father. 

" Good evening, sir/' ke cried jovially. " En- 
joying the sea breezes? Oh, this is grand after 
the stuffy 'New York air ! Sit down and have a 
chat." 

He pulled an empty deck-chair round to his side 
and in a minute or two we had exchanged names, 
and I had been introduced to his daughter. 

Mr, Tanish was almost boisterously cheerful. 
It was obvious that he was trying to efface the 
impression he had made on the previous day. 
In fact, after a few minutes' trivial conversa- 
tion, he referred to the matter directly. 

"If the weather keeps like this, the voyage 
should be a pleasant one," he remarked. " We'll 
be seeing a lot of each other. And that reminds 
me, you'll not judge an old man by his uncertain 
temper, Mr. Beaton? I had a trying day yes- 
terday and maybe I happened to — ^to show it a 
bit. My daughter tells me I made some remarks 
in your hearing about the gentleman you so 
kindly shared your cabin with, and she thinks — 
I mean I should say — ^that I have no reason to 
question that gentleman's honesty. He and I 

have met before and disagreed upon a — ^upon a — 
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a matter of business. Naturally it would have 
been unpleasant to us both to have had to share 
a cabin.'' 

I could see that it went very much against the 
grain with Mr. Tanish to eat his words, and I 
could tell by her face that his daughter was re- 
lieved when the explanation was made. For my- 
self, I felt uncomfortable, as one always does 
when subjected to apologies. I could but stammer 
that " it was of no consequence,'' and change the 
subject just as quickly as possible. 

A few minutes later it was demonstrated that 
the "business disagreement" still rankled in 
Mr. Tanish's mind. Jabez Morgan strolled past 
us along the deck. He smiled amiably upon me 
and raised his cap upon seeing with whom I was 
engaged. His eye traveled to Mr. Tanish and 
he seemed prepared to smile upon him also, but 
he was met by a scowl so vicious that he passed 
hurriedly on. Mr. Tanish muttered to himself 
and seemed upon the verge of an outbreak, but I 
saw his daughter's hand pressed upon his arm, 
and the storm failed to burst. 

I found myself wondering what there could 

be between these two men to make one of them 

so hot against the other who, on his part, seemed 

quite calm and free from any ill-will. The sight 
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of Morgan quite upset Mr. Tanisk. He ceased 
to pour out jovial small talk and in a few minutes 
with a word of excuse lie got up and strode 
away. 

I immediately moved into Ms cliair, wMch 
brought me into closer touch with his daughter. 
So far she had hardly spoken and — ^young and 
impressionable as I was — ^I was anxious to make 
her fuller acquaintance. 

"Will you let me thank you for bringing to 
an end a — a scene which was paining me very 
much," she said in a low sweet voice, and with a 
pretty flush playing upon her soft cheeks. "I 
feel very greatly in your debt ! " 

" Please don't feel that,'' I replied lightly, " or 
you will soon cultivate a dislike for me. People 
generally learn to hate their creditors, and I 
should be very sorry to get into your bad graces." 

"I think there is no danger of that, Mr. 

Seaton," replied Miss Tanish. "There is another 

thing I feel that I ought to say. My father told 

you he had nothing against Mr. Morgan, but I 

am afraid his manner may have led you to think 

differently. My father is very strong in his likes 

and dislikes, and as he has had a difference with 

Mr. Morgan he carries it rather to extremes. It 

is only fair that you should know that he has 
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really nothing against Mr. Morgan. Neither my 
father nor I know anything about him except 
that he would not do what father wanted him 
to do, and I think he was acting quite within his 
rights, although my father does not agree." 

" I quite understand," I replied. " So we need 
not worry about my cabin mate any more. I 
shall not judge him by anything Mr. Tanish may 
have said in the heat of the moment." 

" Thank you, Mr. Seaton," said Miss Tanish, 
with a pretty, grateful smile. 

With that we left the subject and whiled away 
the next hour with the usual surface talk which 
is all that is open to such casual acquaintances. 
Several times Jabez Morgan passed by, and each 
time it seemed to me that he longed to join us, 
but feared a rebuff. After several turns up and 
down the deck, he apparently plucked up the 
necessary courage, for he stopped in his walk 
and quietly slipped into the chair I had vacated 
when Mr. Tanish left us. 

He coughed in a gentle, apologetic way, and 
leaning across me raised his hat to Miss Tanish. 

" May I speak to you for a moment? " he asked 
mildly. 

Miss Tanish bowed in an embarrassed manner, 

but said no word. 
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^^ I only wanted to say, Miss Tanish, that of 
course I don't associate you in any way at all 
with the remarks that your father has thought fit 
to make about me. I quite understand that '' 

"On the contrary, you altogether misunder- 
stand!'' Miss Tanish interrupted with flashing 
eyes, and in the contraction of her brows and the 
slight protrusion of her jaw, I saw a hint of ker 
pugnacious father for the first time. 

"Although I may not altogether agree with 
my father's method of expressing himself, we are 
quite at one in thinking that it is an impertinence 
that you should be aboard this ship. Now that 
you are aware of my feeling on the matter, you 
can surely have no further wish to speak to me." 

This was most embarrassing to me. I seemed 
to be continually forced into the midst of dis- 
putes with which I had no concern. It was the 
more awkward in that but a short hour before 
Miss Tanish had expressed to me an altogether 
different view of Morgan. I could not even rise 
and leave them, for Jabez was still leaning across 
me, with his spectacles intent on Miss Tanish's 
face. 

He retained his expression of unruffled calm 
notwithstanding the cutting words and con- 
temptuous tone. 
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" Surely, Miss Tanish, there is all the more 
need for me to speak when you have such a dis- 
torted idea of my character," he replied calmly. 

" I judge you by your actions which are per- 
fectly well-known to me. I wish to know no more 
of you.'' 

"In a few words I can explain everything '' 

But Miss Tanish was gone. Morgan started 
up as though to follow her, but I pushed him 
back into his chair and kept him there until she 
had disappeared. 

"Dear, dear, dear," he said mildly when his 
eyes could follow her no longer. "How very 
distressing ! Now I would have liked to explain 
myself — to clear things up a bit." 

"Well, look here, Mr. Morgan,'' I replied, 
rather crossly I believe, " next time you want to 
have anything out with anybody, for Heaven's 
sake don't start when I'm around. It's damned 
unpleasant to have a verbal duel going on across 
one's knees." 

The poor little man seemed quite hurt at my 
tone. 

" Dear, dear, dear/' he said, his mild face smil- 
ing with its customary lack of expression. 
" Please don't you get your back up against me 
too, Mr. Seaton. I shan't have a friend aboard 
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the ship if you desert me. I owe you a debt of 

« 

gratitude, you know, and I would do anything 
rather than offend you." 

He was so earnest about it that I felt rather 
ashamed of the tone in which I had spoken. 

" Well, well, never mind," I said more amiably. 
^' But it is very embarrassing for a stranger to 
be mixed up in disputes of which he knows noth- 
ing." 

'^ Yes, yes, of course. It was very stupid of 
me, very stupid indeed. Now do come and have 
a cocktail with me before lunch, just to show that 
you bear me no ill-will." 

So, through the medium of that greatly over- 
rated appetizer we attained to our former foot- 
ing. 



; 
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1HAD made up my mind that I would not be 
bolted into my cabin another night, and with 
this end in view I hung about the smoking-room 
until I felt sure that Morgan was safe in his 
bunk. When at last I did retire, I found that I 
had judged rightly, for he was to all appearance 
already asleep, with his face turned to the wall. 
I undressed quietly, and just before switching oflf 
the light I plugged the socket into which the bolt 
should shoot with a piece of pencil previously cut 
so that it should fit tightly. 

There was no possibility of getting the plug 
out. It fitted perfectly and there was nothing 
projecting that he could get hold of. Chuckling 
silently at my own ingenuity I switched oflf the 
light and got into my bunk. 

I intended to remain awake if possible to see 
how Morgan would take his disappointment. 
After a few minutes I simulated sleep, but I had 
almost given up hope and gone to sleep in good 
earnest before anything happened. 

Just as I began to grow drowsy, however, I 

heard the soft rustle of the sheets above me. and 
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Morgan slipped slowly out of his bunk to the 
floor. I heard the faint sound of the bolt strik- 
ing my obstruction several times, and then Mor- 
gan seemed to realize the state of affairs, for 
with a faint ^^ dear, dear," he desisted from his 
efforts. 

He did not immediately return to bed, however. 
I heard his subdued movements about the cabin 
without at first guessing his intention. A faint 
scraping sound upon the floor puzzled me for a 
moment and then I realized that he meant to 
barricade the door with his cabin trunk. 

That would be worse than being bolted in, I 
thought. I was determined that he should not 
have his way. Slipping silently over the edge 
of my bunk, I groped for the switch and in a 
moment changed the scene from darkness to 
light. 

Yes, I had guessed rightly. Morgan was in 

the act of sliding his trunk against the door. 

As he looked up at me in the sudden flare of light 

I hardly knew him, so altered did he seem. Yet 

it was a very little thing that had changed him — 

merely that in getting into bed he had taken off 

his spectacles. The eyes that looked straight 

into mine had lost the mild, inquiring look to 

which I had. grown accustomed, and in its place 
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I thought I recognized the resolute expression 
of a masterful man, determined upon having his 
way. 

As though realizing something of this, he re- 
leased the handle of the trunk, and crossing to 
his bunk drew from under his pillow a case from 
which he took his spectacles. 

As he put them on he remarked apologetically : 

^^ I am so very near-sighted, you know," and 
smiled upon me with his usual wide-eyed inno- 
cence. 

So far, not a word of his manoeuvres with the 
cabin trunk. As I was absolutely determined 
that I would not be locked or barricaded in again, 
I went straight to the point. 

"Surely you remember, Mr. Morgan, that 
when you first suggested bolting the door at 
night, I told you I objected to it. You must also 
remember that you are in this cabin on my in- 
vitation, and that you distinctly and of your own 
free will said that everything would be as I 
wished. Yet you persistently go against me in 
this matter.'* 

"Everything you say is right, Mr. Seaton, 

every word of it. I may appear to be treating 

you unfairly, but I assure you I am not. You 

may hardly credit it,'*' and here he treated me to 
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his most ingenuous smile, ^^ but the fact is I walk 
in my sleep. You woke me up by switching on 
the light. I quite admit that I should prefer to 
have the door bolted. There are reasons. But 
there, I suppose I must have had it on my mind 
and so in my sleep I got up to bolt it." 

I did not believe one preposterous word of it, 
but there seemed nothing to gain by calling the 
man a liar. 

" Well, now that you are awake again," I said, 
" let me push back this trunk and return to our 
bunks." 

He made no protest, but with a sigh of resigna- 
tion acceded to my request. I watched him into 
his bunk, and with an abrupt "Good night," 
switched oflf the light and lay down to sleep. 

How long I had slept I do not know, when I 
was awakened by the feeling that there was light 
in the room. I opened my eyes, but there was 
nothing to be seen. The cabin was inky black. 
I lay still for a little while, wondering why I had 
awakened — ^for I am a sound sleeper — ^and I was 
on the point of closing my eyes again, when a very 
faint but sudden light appeared in the room. It 
was a weird, greenish light up the walls, and be- 
fore I could locate its course it vanished as sud- 
denly as it had appeared. 
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I wondered if I could have been mistaken. 
There was no sound but the heavy breathing of 
Jabez Morgan in the bunk above me. I lay per- 
fectly still and tried to imitate the steadiness of 
his respiration. 

Again the darkness was diffused with green. 
The light seemed more dense near the floor, but 
before I could be sure of anything it had gone 
again. I was now thoroughly alert — fully 
awake — ^and I listened intently for anything that 
would give me a clue to the mystery. I was per- 
fectly certain that some one was in the cabin, and 
that for no honest purpose. This time it was not 
Jabez Morgan moving in the dark, for I could 
still hear his regular breathing above me. 

A faint creaking, which I recognized at once 
as caused by the hinges of a trunk, confirmed my 
suspicions. In a moment I had leapt from my 
bunk and clicked the switch, but no light ap- 
peared. I stood silent, listening. I could no 
longer hear the heavy breathing of Morgan and 
guessed that my movements had awakened him. 
At first there was a dead silence and then a slight 
metallic rattle, as of the door-handle suddenly 
clutched. 

I stepped quickly forward in the darkness, 

stumbled over a heavy body — ^a cabin trunk — and 

28 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

measured my length on the floor. As I fell, my 
hand encountered the clothing of our unseen 
visitor, and I clutched at him and brought him 
down with me. 

There was a confused struggle on the floor. 
My opponent made ;no attempt to hit out at me, 
but confined his efforts to freeing himself from 
my grip. 

As we struggled, the gentle voice of Jabez 
Morgan broke the silence. 

" Dear, dear ! Whatever is the matter? '^ 

"Give me a hand here, Morgan," I called. 
" Fve got hold of a burglar." 

" Vm with you," he replied, and I heard him 
alight on the floor. 

A moment later, as I had almost got the un- 
known securely held, I was seized from behind 
by the arms, and pulled back. 

" Let go, you fool," I exclaimed. " YouVe got 
the wrong man ! " 

But he still hung on to me, gripping me so that 
his fingers bit into my flesh, and the unknown, 
taking advantage of the diversion, wriggled from 
beneath me. 

I heard the door open and slam again. 

"Let go, you fool," I shouted again. "We 

can still catch him in the corridor/' 
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^^Dear me! Am I still holding you, Mr. 
Seaton," exclaimed Morgan inanely, and with- 
out slackening his grip. ^^ Hadn't we better 
have the light on? " 

" The light has been tampered with,'' I replied. 
" Let me go ! You have managed to let him get 
off scot free — ^if that is any satisfaction to 
you." 

He released me now, but it was hopeless to 
follow. The intruder could easily have disap- 
peared in the few moments that had passed. 

I found some matches and struck a light. The 
floor was littered with clothing from the ran- 
sacked trunk. As the match burnt down I 
noticed the electric bulb of our light lying upon 
the settee. It had been disconnected. I quickly 
clicked it back into its place and the cabin was 
flooded with light. 

At the same moment I found that I was clutch- 
ing in my left hand something small and hard. 
It was a ring. I must have torn it from the 
finger of the intruder at the moment of his 
escape. 

" Our friend has been taking an unwarranted 

interest in my underclothing," remarked Morgan, 

who had been bending over the ransacked trunk. 

" Tour outfit hasn't even been opened out.'' 
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" Is anything gone? '' I asked. 

" I don't know about anytMng, but money evi- 
dently don't appeal to him. Look at this ! " 

This was a pocketbook, well-filled with notes, 
which had evidently been thoroughly overhauled, 
for the contents of the various compartments ' 
were partially pulled out, some papers even be- 
ing scattered on the floor. 

I now discovered the origin of the dim green 
light which had roused me from my sleep. It 
was a pocket electric lamp with a piece of thick 
green cloth tied over the bulb end. It gave the 
merest shadow of a light when the button was 
pressed, but sufficient to guide the thief in his 
search, no doubt. 

"A second clue," I exclaimed, as I examined 
this find. 

'* What is the other? " asked Morgan, who had 
been looking at the lamp as I turned it over in 
my hands. 

"A ring which I took from the finger of the 
thief!'' 

I held the ring up to the light to examine it. 

It was a heavy signet ring with an intaglio crest 

cut upon a bloodstone. I had just succeeded in 

making out the general outline of the crest, 

which seemed to be an eagle with spread wings 
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witli a scroll beneath, when Morgan eagerly took 
the ring from my hand and looked closely at it. 

" Why, that's my ring," he exclaimed with a 
langh. "I must have dropped it on the floor 
when I undressed, and you must have clutched 
at it in the struggle ! '* 

I looked him in the spectacles sharply, but he 
returned my look, wide-eyed and bland. 

"I was under the impression,'' I answered 
pointedly, " that I had drawn it from the finger 
of the thief just before he escaped.'' 

" Very likely you did," agreed Morgan readily. 
" He must have found it on the floor, you see> 
picked it up, and put it on his finger. Probably 
it did not fit him and came away easily when you 
pulled it." 

As he spoke he casually placed the ring on his 
little finger. I had never noticed a ring there 
before, in fact I could almost have sworn that he 
did not wear one. Yet there was his word 
against my confused recollection, and I felt that 
I had no ground to protest. 

Morgan proceeded, with my assistance, to re- 
pack his scattered belongings. 

" I suppose we had better wait until morning 

before we report this business," I remarked, 

while we were thus engaged. " It seems hardly 
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worth, while to make a disturbance in the middle 
of the night." 

^^ Beport it ! " exclaimed Morgan^ pausing in his 
labors to look up at me with an air of surprise. 
" Why should we report it? We have lost noth- 
ing, and we shall only put ourselves and the other 
passengers to a lot of inconvenience, and cause a 
great deal of mutual suspicion, if we let this go 
any further." 

" But, my dear Mr. Morgan, surely you don't 
suggest that we leave the thief free to ransack 
the passengers' baggage for the rest of the voy- 
age," I exclaimed, astounded at his suggestion. 

*^ He had a good fright to-night. That should 
keep him from repeating his performance, I 
guess. Besides, there is another point of view, 
Mr. Seaton. We shall have to explain that but 
for your insistence on having our door unbolted, 
the thief could not have got at my trunk." 

He smiled blandly at me as he made this in- 
sinuation. 

" Do you suggest," I answered hotly, " that I 
was in league with the thief? " 

"Oh, dear, dear, no!" protested Morgan. 

" Only there is the possibility that the captain 

might have his suspicions, and it would be very 

unpleasant — ^very unpleasant indeed." 
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" It seems to me that your own anxiety to have 
the door bolted is at least open to suspicion. One 
might deduce that you expected a nocturnal 
visitor/' 

Morgan looked at me steadily and thought- 
fully for a few moments, then placing his hand 
on my shoulder he smiled pleasantly. 

" Dear, dear," he said. " You are a knowing 
one, Mr. Seaton. YouVe hit it at once. Now 
this nocturnal visitor, as you call him, doesn't 
concern you at all. It's me he's after. It doesn't 
suit me to publish the glad news of his call to all 
and sundry, so why should you interfere? You 
can safely leave it to me to get my own back on 
the intruder. You see I'm quite open and frank 
with you, Mr. Seaton, don't you? " 

I did not see, but as I was heartily tired of the 
whole business, I gave a grudging consent to his 
plea for silence and retired to my bunk. 
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CHAPTEE IV 

NOTWITHSTANDINQ my disturbed night's 
rest I awoke early and lay thinking over 
the experiences of the night. I felt very sick 
with myself for so readily falling in with the 
wishes of Jabez Morgan. I did not trust the 
man. I felt perfectly certain that he had lied to 
me twice at least in the course of the night, first 
regarding his alleged sleep-walking and second 
when he so impudently took possession of the 
ring, which I still felt convinced belonged to our 
nocturnal visitor. 

The fact that he was so anxious to prevent 
anyone getting in, and yet equally anxious to 
keep the fact of the intrusion dark, convinced me 
that he was engaged upon some scheme that 
would not bear inspection. Then there were 
the words of Mr. Tanish — ^*a mean, swindling 
thief!'' 

I dressed quietly and went on deck leaving 

Morgan still asleep, and heartily wishing I had 

never offered him a share of my cabin. Although 

35 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES 1 

it was still early, I found that Miss Tanish was 
before me. Slie saw me as I came ap the com- 
panion-way and greeted me with a pleasant smile 
of welcome. I thought her even more beautiful 
than before, as the breeze fluttered her dark 
curls, and brought the warm blood flowing to her 
cheeks. 

" Good morning, Mr. Seaton,'' she greeted me. 
^^ Come and join me in my tramp round the deck. 
It will give you an appetite for breakf ast.^' 

I was not slow to accept the invitation, and 
soon we were chatting more intimately than on 
the previous day. The Tanishes were, as I had 
guessed, a Scotch family with an estate on the 
Ayrshire coast. Mr. Tanish was a widower, 
with a grown-up son and daughter, and in addi- 
tion a little boy of seven, who was his son by a 
second wife. 

" This is the first time I have been abroad," 

continued Miss Tanishj " except when I was at 

school in Belgium — a convent school. My father 

had business in America, and by the aid of much 

coaxing I prevailed on him to take me with him. 

That is how we came to meet Mr. Morgan," she 

added, hesitatingly, " in business. As you were 

present yesterday, when he spoke to me and I 

was very rude to him, it is only fair to repeat 
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tliat, notwitlistanding my rudeness, lie is, so far 
as I know, a perfectly honest man.^' 

TMs was said with so much embarrassment 
and hesitation that I did not know what to think 
or say. I had heard so many conflicting state- 
ments regarding Morgan's character that I had 
become quite confused among them. 

^^ As Mr. Morgan is only a casual acquaintance 
of mine, it does not matter what I think of him, 
Miss Tanish," I said, " In return for your confl- 
dence, may I tell you a little about myself? '* 

I was proceeding to do so when my companion's 
father appeared on deck, obviously looking for 
his daughter. He saw us and came to meet us. 

^^ Good morning, Marigold/' he said, and kissed 
her upon the cheek. " Good morning, sir. You 
young folks are early risers." 

" Your daughter has just been telling me that 
you are Scotch," I said. " I can claim some re- 
lationship as I am half a Scot myself. My 
mother was an Ayrshire woman." 

" Ay, ay," said Tanish, with some show of in- 
terest. " North or South Ayrshire? " 

" I am not sure where one stops and the other 
begins," I said laughingly. "I have never vis- 
ited my native land. My mother was bom and 

bred near Girvan." 
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We continued to chat as we walked up and 
down, and I told the Tanishes pretty much what 
I have already recorded of myself in these pages. 
Mr, Tanish appeared to take considerable inter- 
est in my history. 

" Yell be thinking of visiting up north, J sup- 
pose?" he said. "It's a grand country. The 
Forth o' Clyde's not to be beat for scenery wher- 
ever ye may go." 

" Yes. I hope to have a trip there sometime 
or another. But my plans are quite unformed. 
I intend to have a good look round in the hope of 
finding some congenial occupation." 

" We must have another chat over this. Doctor 
Seaton," said Mr. Tanish, looking at me thought- 
fully. *^ Something might come of it to our mu- 
tual advantage. But there's no hurry. We shall 
be seeing plenty of each other these next few 
days." 

*^ Why, father ! " exclaimed Miss Tanish, catch- 
ing hold of her father's left hand. " What have 
you done to your little finger? " 

I noticed then that the finger was bound up 
with a strip of handkerchief. 

*^ My razor slipped as I was stropping it this 

morning. I only bound it up because the blood 

made such a mess. It is really nothing at all." 
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" But you have taken oflE your ring, father ! ** 
said the girl again in an astonished tone. ^^I 
have never seen you without the family seal be- 
fore/' 

" Good heavens, girl, don't be a fool I '^ Tan- 
ish's eyes blazed with sudden fury, and his cheeks 
became diffused with a ghastly purple. " Why 
must you comment on every insignificant detail of 
my dress? Atyi I a child or a thief that I should 
be watched over like this? Am I answerable to 
you for every stud or pin or link that I choose to 
put on or take off? " 

During the first few words of this tirade. Mari- 
gold Tanish stood as though struck dumb with 
astonishment. Before her father reached the 
end, she turned on her heel and walked off, dis- 
appearing down the companion-way. 

Mr. Tanish stood silent, breathing heavily. 
Gradually his face assumed its normal expres- 
sion, and he turned a curious inquiring look upon 
me, as though summing up the effect that his out- 
burst had had on ma 

"You must excuse the irritability of an old 
man, Doctor Seaton,'' he said with a self-con- 
scious smile. " It's nothing more, and my daugh- 
ter is used to it." 

I murmured a few confused words, for the 
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scene had embarrassed me considerably. We re- 
sumed our walk, but as we neared tbe companion- 
way, by some evil chance Jabez Morgan was 
making his way on deck. He saw us at once, 
and instead of avoiding us as I hoi>ed, he turned 
in our direction. He was smoking a cigarette, 
and as he came near he raised his left hand to it, 
displaying the ring upon his little finger ostenta- 
tiously. 

At sight of it my companion stopped short and 
swayed upon his feet so that I thought he would 
have dropped, I seized him by the arm to sup- 
port him. 

Jabez Morgan smiled his bland smile, and 
with a bright " Gtood morning '^ passed on. 

Mr. Tanish pulled himself together with an 
effort. 

" I — ^Fm afraid Fm rather — ^rather out of sorts 
this morning," he stammered. "I think — ^I'd 
better go and see after my daughter.'^ 

With that he left me abruptly and went below. 

My mind was in a whirl. Could it really be 
true that this elderly man — ^pompous and irri- 
table, but obviously a gentleman — ^was the bur- 
glar of the previous night? The thing seemed to 
be beyond doubt. All his actions betrayed him. 

His unreasonable rage at his daughter's discov- 
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ery, the injury to his finger, and finally his dis- 
may at the sight of the ring on Morgan's finger — 
all pointed infallibly to the same conclusion. 

Yet how could I reconcile his obvious standing 
in the world, his obvious character as displayed 
in the few scenes in which I had encountered 
him — to say nothing of the character of his 
daughter as I already felt I knew her — ^with the 
behavior of our visitor of the night? I couldn't ! 

That there was something serious behind all 
this I felt certain. Morgan and Tanish had some 
deep-seated feud, I imagined, but as to who was 
in the right I was entirely in the dark. 

In this mood of speculation I reached the 
breakfast table, to find Morgan already in his 
place. 

"You were up early, Mr. Seaton," he said. 
"Your pal, the Squire, hardly seemed very fit 
this morning, I thought. Looks as if he were a 
gouty subject." 

" I don't know him well enough to say,'' I re- 
plied distantly. "I see you are wearing your 
ring. It is strange that I had not noticed it 
until it was brought into prominence in the 
night." 

"It is always the way," said Morgan easily. 

"Once you have noticed a thing like that you^ 
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keep on seeing it. Mce ring, isn^t it?" He 
shoved Ms hand in front of me. ^^ It belonged to 
an ancestor of mine who crossed the pond at the 
time of the Jacobite risings. He was a Boyalist^ 
and got run out, I guess.'* 

I examined the ring closely and was able to 
read on the scroll beneath the spread wings of the 
eagle, the words " Hand Ticht." 

*^ Then I take it you are of Scotch descent? " 
I asked. 

" Sure ! The blood has got thinned down some 
in the course of time, but it's there safe enough.'' 

Our conversation was quite private as our 
neighbors on each side had not yet put in an 
appearance. Morgan gave a quick glance round 
as though to make sure of this, and then turn- 
ing to me, he said abruptly — 

" I'm sorry your new friends don't think a lot 
of me." 

" They certainly don't," I replied baldly. 

" Dear, dear ! It's a very great pity. I have 
an intense admiration for Miss Tanish." 

" Judging by her treatment of you yesterday, I 
shouldn't fancy that she reciprocates it," I an- 
swered maliciously. 

" I'm afraid not,^' the little man replied and 

shook his head. ** But I intend to get over that. 
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Fm misunderstood some, Mr. Seaton. I suppose 
I don't look a winner in the sentiment line, but 
looks don't go for much, and if ever a man was 
struck on a girl, Fm he. If my chance looks 
poor now, it's up to me to improve it" 

As he made this statement he eyed me ques- 
tioningly, as if he were trying to estimate my 
own feelings towards Miss^ Tanish, or possibly 
warning me off what he considered his own pre- 
serve. Whatever his object I determined that he 
should get no satisfaction from me. 

" You have certainly a lot of leeway to make 
up before you can consider yourself in the run- 
ning," I said. 

He agreed with his usual ready smile. 

" But perhaps you would put in a good word 
for me, Mr. Seaton. You seem likely to see a 
good deal of the Tanishes during the voyage, and 
you might help to let them see me in a better 
light." 

" I can hardly promise that," I answered with 

decision. " I know very little about the Tanishes 

and still less about you. I already find myself 

mixed up far more than I like in your somewhat 

mysterious quarrels, and I intend to keep out of 

them for the future." 

I said that, little knowing how thoroughly I 
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was fated to be involved in the troubles and mys- 
teries that surrounded the Tanish family. 

The arrival of other passengers who sat oppo- 
site us at table brought this rather intimate con- 
versation to an abrupt conclusion. 

" I'm sorry," Morgan said simply^ and lapsed 
into silence. 

As for me, I was astonished at his confession. 
The idea of this insignificant spectacled little 
man as the husband of a beautiful girl like Mari- 
gold Tanish was grotesque. How far my own 
feelings in the matter influenced my opinion I 
cannot say, but I cannot deny that I looked upon 
Marigold with more than ordinary interest. I 
was young and she was beautiful, and the routine 
of life aboard ship threw us much together. 

Perhaps I was hardly in a position to view 
Morgan's disclosure with cold-blooded imparti- 
ality! 
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AS the days went by, my intimacy with 
Marigold Tanish increased. The bulk of 
the passengers aboard the Sphinx were of an ui^ 
interesting commercial type^ and the Tanishes 
and myself were thrown much together. As for 
Jabez Morgan, I saw little of him except at meals 
and in our joint cabin. I must admit, however, 
that I was thoroughly defeated in the matter of 
the bolting of the cabin door. After the practi- 
cal lesson that I had had of the necessity for this 
precaution I could no longer uphold my claim to 
the open door, and Morgan cleared my pencil 
wedge from the socket with obvious satisfaction, 
and bolted the door each night after I was abed. 

We had delightfully calm weather and I spent 
most of my time sitting on deck, talking with 
Marigold, or playing chess with her father. 

My relations with the latter were cordial, not- 
withstanding what had passed. I knew, or prac- 
tically knew, that he had entered our cabin in the 

night intent upon stealing something in the pos- 

46 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

session of Jabez Morgan. I knew that his tem- 
per was not of the best, and that in his fits of rage 
he behaved to his daughter abominably. To me, 
however, he was always civil — even genial. Per- 
haps my chess-playing had something to do with 
the liking he took to me. He was a very keen 
player, but hardly up to my level, and I found I 
could mate him as often as I cared to. On the 
rare occasioDB on which I let him beat me, his 
delight was amusing to watch. 

But it was the hours I spent talking to Mari- 
gold that were most enjoyable to me. I am sure 
that in these few days I told her every incident of 
importance in my past life, and if she was more 
reticent, well, — ^her life had not been so simple 
and happy as my own. For this I noticed, that 
no matter how interested and amused she might 
grow, there was always a shadow of unhappiness 
at the back of her beautiful dark eyes. 

Often her father would join us in our talks, 
and I got to know quite a lot about the village of 
Kilbrennan on the Ayrshire coast facing the 
beautiful island of Arran, and about Hopeton, 
the family seat of the Tanishes. 

It was during one of these talks, on the second 
last day of our voyage, that Tanish made the pro- 
posal which finally brought me within the circle 
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of mystery and tragedy that surrounded himself 
and his family. 

We had been talking of my own Scottish or igin, 
and I happened to remark that some day I must 
visit Girvan and see for myself the surroundings 
in which my mother had been brought up. 

"How would you like to combine pleasure 
with business? '' demanded Tanish abruptly. 

" It would depend very much upon the nature 
of the business/' I replied, with the caution I 
must have inherited from my Scottish mother. 

" Hum ! A very good answer. My daughter 
tells me that you are a fully qualified doctor? " 
he added in a tone of inquiry. 

" Yes/' I assented. " But I have never prac- 
ticed, so far.'' 

"And I dare say your general education is well 
up to the level of tutoring a boy of eight? " 

" I think there is little doubt of that, though I 
have certainly never done any teaching." 

"Well, Mr. Seaton, here's a business proposi- 
tion. Do you care to take on the job of medical 
attendant and tutor to my boy, Duncan? He's a 
weakly lad, always ailing, and our local doctor 
and I are continually at loggerheads, which 
makes his attendance at Hopeton very unpleasant 

for all parties. You can look on it pretty much 
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in the liglit of a holiday. You'll be seeing the 
country, which is amongst the finest in the world, 
and you'll get some good shooting, and fishing, if 
you've a taste that way. As to terms — ^well, we 
can settle them easily enough if the place pleases 
you." 

The offer was so sudden and unexpected that 
for the moment I was not ready with an answer. 
I looked round at Marigold, hoping to see in her 
eyes a look of encouragement, which would have 
decided my course in a moment. But it was an 
expression of anxiety, even of fear, that I saw 
written across her face, and as I looked her eyes 
met mine and she shook her head almost impeir- 
ceptibly, as though in warning. 

What should I do and say? I felt tempted to 
accept out of hand, to secure the continuance of 
the pleasant friendship that had sprung up dur- 
ing the past few days. I felt that I ought to re- 
fuse, in answer to the unspoken petition in Mari- 
gold's eyes. In the end I temporized. 

" Your offer is so unexpected, Mr. Tanish," I 
said hesitating, " that I should like a few hours 
to consider it. Will you give me until after din- 
ner to-night to make up my mind? " 

"Certainly, my lad. There is no hurry. I 

must confess that one reason why I should like 
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you at Hopeton is tbat I'd get a chance to pull up 
on you at chess." 

^^ Ah ! You would soon do that/' I said laugh- 
ingly. " You are very little behind me now." 

The conversation I hav^ recorded took place 
soon after lunch^ so I had some hours to consider 

my decision. I determined that I would take the 

» 

opi)ortunity to talk to Marigold alone^ and get 
her advice, but it seemed that she was aware of 
my intention and took precautions to prevent my 
success. All afternoon she remained by her 
father's side. At tea I heard her deep in a dis- 
cussion on babies with a middle-aged matron 
whom she usually avoided, and soon after she 
retired to her cabin, and did not reappear until 
the dinner gong had sounded. 

I suppose this obvious avoidance of me was an 
imi)ortant factor in my decision, for man is a pig- 
headed animal. I know that by the time dinner 
was over I felt I had a grievance against Mari- 
gold Tanish, and that I had determined to act 
against her unspoken wish. 

When the Squire, as Morgan always called 
him, came to the smoking-room I was ready with 
my answer. 

"Well, Seaton," he greeted me, "have you 

had time to make up your mind? " 
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" I have decided to accept your offer, Mr. Tan- 
igh, subject to our agreeing on terms." 

^^ Qood, good ! " lie replied, rubbing Ms hands 
gleefully. "We'll have many a flght over the 
chess-board yet," and with that we fell to dis- 
cussing my salary and the conditions of my serv- 
ice, matters which were easily settled, as Tanish's 
offer was much above what I was quitfe ready to 
accept. 

I did not see Marigold until next day, our last 
aboard ship. When I went on deck before break- 
fast I found her taking her usual walk, and, as 
usual, I joined her. 

"I hear you have decided to come to Hope- 
ton," she said, after the usual morning greet- 
ings. 

" Yes," I replied, " I hope that my decision is 
agreeable to you." 

"I am sorry," said Marigold in a hesitating 
voice. " Ours is not a happy home, and I am 
afraid you may yet have reason to regret that 
you accepted my father's offer." 

" I hope you may be wrong. Miss Tanish," I 

answered, somewhat embarrassed by the turn of 

the conversation. " If I might venture to hope 

that my coming would tend to make your home 

happier in any way ^" 
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" No, no," fshe interrupted. " It will only lead 
to greater trouble." 

" Then why would you not give me a chance of 
speaking to you yesterday?" I could not help 
saying. " You could have warned me then." 

^^ I did not feel that I had the right to ask you 
to refuse. I ought not to speak as I am doing 
now. I have no reason to believe that you will 
be unhappy with us, but I feel it. Please forget 
what I have said, Mr. Seaton. I am very foolish 
at times, and inclined, like many Scotch people, 
to believe in presentiments when I may only be 
suffering from indigestion." 

She changed into a lighter vein and we talked 
nonsense until it was time to go to breakfast, but 
I could see plainly enough that on Marigold's 
part it was done with an effort. 

I had a further talk with Squire Tanish in the 
course of the day. He was anxious that I should 
travel up to Scotland with his daughter and him- 
self, and take over my duties at once, but I had 
one or two business matters to attend to in Lon- 
don in connection with my finances, besides 
which I wanted to see the world's greatest city 
now that I had crossed the Atlantic. 

We arranged, therefore, that I should come 

north in two weeks, for I fancied I should have 
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had enough sight-seeing in that time. My new 
employer gave me full instructions as to which 
line to travel by, where to change, and so on, and 
showed the most marked anxiety that I should 
not fail him. 

When I went below to finish my packing, Jabez 
Morgan was in the act of locking his trunk. 

" Well, Mr. Beaton," said he, smiling up at me 
from the floor, " I guess we've got to part com- 
pany now. You'll be able to sleep behind an un- 
locked door to-night." 

"That will be a considerable satisfaction to 
me," I agreed. 

" Tm real sorry if Tve put you out with my 
finicky ways," Morgan went on, with apparent 
earnestness. "Fm afraid you still look on me 
with suspicion, but I can assure you that I am 
perfectly straight. Circumstances have been 
against me here and I have been made to seem a 
crook. Well, well, Beaton, it doesn't much mat- 
ter after all. I guess we've done with each other 
after to-day. Likewise I guess you won't waste 
much grief over me, though you may on your 
friends the Tanishes." 

" I don't need to waste any grief over them," 

I told him. "I am going north to stay with 

them in a couple of weeks." 
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"You don't say!" exclaimed Morgan, obvi- 
ously upset by the news. "Dear, dear, dear! 
Going to visit Marigold Tanish, are you? Some 
folks have all the luck ! '^ 

" I am going to act as tutor and doctor to the 
youngest son,'' I explained. 

" Ay, ay ! The same thing in the end, Beaton. 
So we shall meet again, after all ! " 

" How do you mean — ^meet again? " I said with 
surprise. " Surely you have not been invited to 
Hopeton? From all I have seen and heard, you 
are hardly a favorite with the family." 

"Unfortunately, no. Nevertheless we shall 
meet again, Seaton, which makes my remarks on 
my character more important than I thought. I 
tell you again I'm straight enough, and you may 
find it worth while to trust me some day." 

" Look here, Morgan, do you want me to keep 
what you have told me secret — ^about your coming 
north, I mean? " 

" Don't you worry about that. They know it, 

sure enough. The Squire may not be enthusing 

much over it, but he reckons on seeing me. As 

for Miss Marigold — ^well, you know what I think 

of her, Seaton. Maybe you don't think much of 

my chance, but I'm a hopeful fellow myself, and 

Patience is my middle name/' 
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He beamed cheerfully at me through his spec- 
tacles in the bland way that had baffled me 
throughout our intercourse, and I felt as far off 
as ever from knowing whether he was a rogue or a 
simpleton. Yet for a moment the picture of him 
rose before me as I had seen him that night with- 
out spectacles, and the resolute face that looked 
into mine was not that of a fool, but of a man to 
be respected. 

As he was leaving the cabin he turned back, as 
though a thought had struck him. 

" By the way, Beaton," he said. " If ever you 
should want to annoy the Squire beyond belief 
just you tell him to follow the little pictures! '^ 

Before I could ask for an explanation he was 
gone. 
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CHAPTER VI 

MY fortnight in London passed very agree- 
ably. I saw all the sights, visited most of 
the theaters, and dined at many of the more ex- 
pensive restaurants. Sight-seeing, however, soon 
grows wearisome, and I was not sorry when the 
time arrived for me to journey north. 

I traveled from St. Pancras, by Mr. Tanish's 
instructions, as the Midland is the only line 
which touches Kilmarnock, my junction for Eol- 
brennan. This last part of the journey after 
leaving the express was a gorgeous revelation to 
me. The local train follows the Ayrshire coast 
line along the Firth of Clyde, and I looked out 
of the carriage window at the grandeur of the 
Arran hills with the April sun low behind the 
northern end of the island. Further south to- 
wards the open sea, I could distinguish the soli- 
tary outline of Ailsa Craig hazing in the evening 
mist, posted there like some stem guardian of the 
great waterway. And all before me stretched 

the Firth, its waters of a depth and purity of blue 
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that I had believed was only to be seen in the 
Mediterranean. 

It was about half past six when I alighted on 
the platform at the little station of Eolbrennan. 
I had not warned the Tanishes of my arrival, for 
it had struck me that as I was going to Hopeton 
in the capacity of tutor it might be well not to 
presume upon the reception accorded to a guest 
I had expected that I would be able to get a cab 
at the station that would carry both me and my 
belongings to my destination. 

But the solitary porter was struck garrulous 
at the idea of a cab being at the station merely 
on speculation. 

" Cab? Ha'e ye orrderred the cab, for if ye 

did it^s no^ here.'' 

I explained meekly that I had not ordered a 
cab, but expected to find one, if not several, in 
waiting. 

" It's easy seen ye're no' used tae this pairish, 
or ye wudna expec' to fln' Eab Wulson yokin' his 
auld mare on spec. Whaur wis ye wantin' tae 
gang? " 

I should explain that, to judge from his rough, 

harsh speech, one would have thought this porter 

had a most violent grudge against me. It only 

dawned upon me slowly that he was, according to 
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his lights, quite civil and helpful, though he obvi- 
ously looked upon me as a poor creature — a 
Southron. 

I told him that I wanted to go to Hopeton. 

"Hopeton, is't?'' he answered. "Does the 
Laird ken ye^re coming for if he kens, what wye 
did he no' sen' the gig tae meet ye? " 

" He doesn't know that I intended coming by 
this train, though he expects me any day now," I 
replied, somewhat nettled by this cross-examina- 
tion. 

" Ye wud ha'e dune better tae wire. Ye'd ha'e 
saved yersel' a heap o' fash — an' me tae, for that 
maitter. What'll ye dae noo? " 

" How far is it to Hopeton? " I asked. 

" It's ower five mile, if ye gang by the turn- 
pike, but no' muckle mair nor three by the auld 
Soman Boad ower the hills — ^that's if ye're 
thinkin' o' walkin'. But ye couldna tak' ony o^ 
thar muckle hoaxes wi' ye. The cairrier wud tak' 
them ower on the railway lorry.'' 

" I think that's the best way then," I agreed. 
"It's a lovely evening and the walk will do 
me good after a day cramped up in the 
train." 

"Oo aye, it's a braw nicht," he admitted, 

grudgingly, to all appearances. "An' ye'll juist 
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Iia'e time tae gang that far afore tke gloamin's 
on top o^ ye.'' 

With that he proceeded to instruct me upon 
mj route, but what with the strangeness of his 
dialect, and my own rather casual attention to 
his directions, I went oflf with but a hazy notion 
of how I was to reach my destination. 

At first all was clear. Behind the station rose 
a steep grassy hill, its base clad in trees^ amidst 
which one could see the chimneys and roofs of 
two or three houses peeping out. My road led 
me upwards through this wooded zone to a bare 
whitewashed farmhouse which lay at the foot 
of the hill proper. Here I thought it wise to re- 
fresh my memory as to my direction. 

"Hopeton?'' repeated the strapping, red- 
armed girl whom I found by the byre door. " Oo, 
aye, ye can gang this way, but it's a gyr rough 
road. Turn roond tae the left when ye're bye the 
fairm, an' keep straucht on roond the side o' the 
hill. The dry-stane dikes'U keep ye richt. Keep 
atween them an' ye canna gae wrang." 

Having thanked the girl for her courtesy and 
received in reply a hearty laugh and a *' Havers, 
man, it's naething ! " — ^I went on my way round 
the side of the hill. 

So this was the old Roman Boad ! 
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On either side of me was an ancient dry-stone 
dike, broken down by time and sheep into a mere 
clnttep of loose stone. Between lay a deep, ir- 
regular hollow, filled up with bracken and 
gnarled gorse. A semblance of a path led 
through this wilderness, kept open by passing 
shepherds and, as I learned afterwards, quarry- 
men wending their way to their work across the 
hills. 

I was enchanted with the scene beneath me. 
The road winding round the side of the grassy 
hill which rose four or five hundred feet above 
my head, was itself a couple of hundred feet 
above the waters of the Firth. When I stood by 
the broken wall and looked down, I saw the 
blue waters stretched before me, with islands 
large and small laid out as on a map. I did not 
know them then as I do now, but there were the 
two Cumbraes, Big and Little, The Isle of Bute, 
and most wonderful of all, Arran, with the sun 
just set behind the northern end. The whole sky 
was rich with color, but on the water the shadows 
were lengthening each moment, and a gloom be- 
gan to settle on the land which made me shiver 
and hastily pass on my way. 

As I proceeded, my path became steadily 

worse. I left the first hill behind and found my- 
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self in the midst of a country dotted with grass- 
clad knolls, topped with rude cairns of stones. 
My track kept me well above the level of cultiva- 
tion. 

When I had walked for the best part of an 
hour I began to have doubts as to my direction. 
My friend the railway porter had put it at three 
miles and I felt sure that I must have walked 
quite that distance. Dusk was threatening 
too, and there was no sign of human habitation 
at which I could inquire my way. 

I now found myself in a high valley between 
two small hills set close together. My twin- 
guides, the dikes, had dwindled to one, so that 
I was no longer assured that I was still on the 
old Roman Boad. Worse still, when I passed 
these gloomy knolls on which night had already 
begun to settle, I found in front of me a great 
dark wood of stunted flrs and pines, at which my 
path forked, one branch leading by a stile 
through the wood, the other bearing away to the 
left. I stopped and scratched my head. The 
porter had certainly mentioned this wood — " the 
foax-cover '' he had called it — ^but whether he had 
bidden me go through it or avoid it was beyond 
my capacity to remember. 

Giving the problem up in despair, I tossed for 
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it, and bore off on the path to the left, avoiding 
the wood. It had now grown so dark that it w^s 
with difficulty that I could see the path, though, 
looking over the countryside, I could still fol- 
low the contours of the hills, and distinguish 
the black masses that represented wooded 
tracts. 

I suppose I must have walked about a mile 
from the fork in the way, when I saw in the dis- 
tance a light, which I took to be shining from 
some dwelling house, possibly Hopeton. Unfor- 
tunately the path I followed was leading me 
away at right angles to this light, to reach which 
I must leave the track and take to the pasture 
land that stretched beneath me. 

"Anyhow,'' I thought, " a cross-country tramp 
can be little worse than this," for indeed the path 
was now almost undiscernible, and I was con- 
tinually coming into unpleasant contact with 
whin-bushes, or stumbling over loose boulders 
which had fallen from the dike. 

The light which I had made up my mind to 
aim for lay across a valley between two hills, and 
was a fair way up on the opposite slope. I clam- 
bered over the dike amid a rattle of loose stones 
and set off downhill at a good pace and at con- 
siderable risk of a broken ankle, for the close- 
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cropped turf was honeycombed with rabbit 
holes and full of ridges and irregularities of sur- 
face. 

It was now all but night, and but for the fact 
that the moon had appeared round the shoulder 
of the nearest hill, I should have been unable to 
advance with any hope of reaching my goal. To 
add to my troubles, the light for which I was 
aiming suddenly disappeared. Once or twice 
again I caught a glimpse of it and then it was 
gone for good. 

Immediately after I had lost sight of the light, 
the report of a shotgun reached my ears from 
sonxewhere in the gloom ahead. At the same 
time I thought I could hear a faint, distant call 
of distress, and then once more the silence fell 
around me. 

I stood still and listened intently, but as I 
heard nothing further, I put the sound down as 
the startled call of some bird, disturbed by the 
shot. 

Then, by the aid of the moonlight, I saw the 

explanation of the disappearance of the light for 

which I was aiming. Ahead of me lay a long 

narrow wood which appeared to me as a black 

stripe stretching away far up the hill towards 

which I was advancing. As I descended the 
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slope into tlie valley, this wood had come between 
me and the light. 

I could see that I must either make a very long 
detour, OP else cut right through the wood — no 
easy job in the darkness. However, as I had no 
idea how far I might have to walk to get round it, 
I determined that I would go through, if the un- 
dergrowth were not too thick. 

I reached the bottom of the valley and stum- 
bled into a little bum that flowed through it. 
Crossing this, I advanced uphill once more, still 
over springy close grass and each moment I 
seemed to get nearer to the wood. So quickly 
did it draw near, that it almost seemed to be 
coming to meet me, and as it came I liked it less 
and less. 

There was something horrid about that wood. 

All around me I could see the rough outline of 

the country by the bright light of the moon, but 

there ahead the moon's rays had no power. The 

wood was like a great black wall stretched across 

my track. Its gloom and silence began to have 

an eerie eflFect upon me, so much so that as I 

reached the dike that bordered the wood I began 

to hesitate, and wonder if perhaps it would not 

be wiser to make the detour after all. 

Then I pulled myself together and called my- 
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self a nervous fool, afraid of the dark. Giving 
myself no further time for hesitation I clambered 
over the wall and dived down into the darkness. 

Immediately the whole wood became a pande- 
monium of sound. For a moment my heart 
jumped within me in sudden fear; and then I 
realized that all in the tree-tops were the nests 
of innumerable wood-pigeons whose rest I had 
disturbed, and the harsh clatter of whose wings 
had startled me. 

I pushed my way forward, stung and pricked 
by the sharp pine needles which to my high- 
strung nerves seemed like the swords of dumb 
sentinels barring my advance. As I struggled I 
became conscious of another sound, so distinct 
that it pierced even the thunderous flapping over- 
head. 

It was a low moaning wail as of some creature 
in awful pain, or stricken by unutterable sorrow, 
— ^a sound that, coming to me raw-nerved as I 
was, brought a cold sweat to my brow and set my 
limbs atremble. 

I stumbled on, guarding my head from injury 

with outstretched arms, and jarring my whole 

body from time to time as I collided with the 

trunks of trees. Already it was hopeless to turn 

back. My sense of direction had deserted me, 
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and there was nothing for it but to struggle on 
in the hope that I would blunder out on the oppo- 
site side. 

As I penetrated farther the trees seemed to 
grow wider apart, and patches of moonlight lay 
here and there, like white sheets spread upon the 
ground. A clear light shone some way ahead as 
though an open space lay there, wherein the 
moonlight could play freely. 

But from that direction too seemed to come the 
ever-repeated wail that struck unmanly fear into 
my heart. I all but turned and fled back into 
the thicket. Shame drove me forward, however, 
and soon I had stumbled upon the verge of a 
small clearing brilliantly lighted by the cold, 
hard light of the moon. 

It was here that I found the source of the 
weird sad cries that had upset my nerve. 

In the middle of the clearing stood a rough 
cairn of stones, cl6an-cut in the moonlight. 
Seated on the base of this cairn was a young man 
on whose face there was a look of grief and 
despair indescribable in words. 

Across his knees and supported by his twined 

arms lay the form of a white-clad woman from 

whose closed eyes and set features life appeared 

to have fled. A great dark stain spread over the 
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bosom of her white dress. Her dark hair hung 
loose over the arm of the youth who held her. 

At first I thought the young man had heard 
my approach, but his eyes, which looked in my 
direction, were fixed on vacancy, and as I looked 
his lips parted and there burst from them again 
that low, long wail. 
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HOW long I stood silently looking on this 
strange scene I cannot say. I might have 
stood much longer than I did, but for a discovery 
that I made without at first realizing its signifi- 
cance. As the young man sat motionless with 
the body of the woman in his arms, I became con- 
scious of the faint regular rise and fall of her 
bosom. Everything stood out so clearly in the 
moonlight that I could not be mistaken. So 
still and white was her face that I had assumed 
that life had fled, and the discovery of my mis- 
take came on me so suddenly that I rushed for- 
ward, shouting: 

" She is alive ! She is alive ! ^' 

The young man started to his feet, still clasp- 
ing her to his breast, and I saw his eyes gradually 
focus upon me, and marked the look of surprise 
with which he slowly realized my presence. 

" Who are you? What do you want here? " 

he demanded, but in a hoarse whisper as if afraid 

of disturbing her whom he carried. 
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" Don't ask questions," I answered hurriedly. 
" I am a doctor and the lady is hurt — ^but alive." 

"She is shot through the heart!" he mur- 
mured. " Oh, Gkxi ! " And again his cry of an- 
guish filled the air. 

" Pull yourself together, man," I said abruptly, 
and seizing his shoulder I shook him roughly. 
"She is alive! Do you hear? She is alive! 
Let me see the wound." 

I took the woman from his arms and laid her 
upon the ground. Quickly I opened up the 
bosom of her dress and found upon her breast, 
just over the heart, a long raw flesh wound. A 
short examination convinced me that it was that, 
and nothing more. She had merely fainted from 
loss of blood and from shock. 

Springing to my feet I tried to convey this 
good news to the young man, who had stood by 
meanwhile with a dazed look on his face. 

" She is all right ! " I explained. " It is merely 
a flesh woimd. Where can we take her, in order 
that I may dress it properly? Have you a house 
near by? " 

Gradually a look of comprehension dawned on 
his face. 

" She is alive ! Oh, Marie ! Thank God ! " 

He threw himself on the ground beside her and 
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kissed her eyes, her lips and her hair, and 
dropped tears upon her upturned face. 

"Come, come," I said sternly. "This won't 
do, at all. Pull yourself together, man, and let 
us get a roof over the lady." 

"Yes, yes," he stammered brokenly. "You 
are right. It is not far." 

He lifted her tenderly in his arms, and making 
a sign to me to follow, plunged apparently into 
the depths of the wood. In reality he followed 
a narrow tracjk which soon led us to a gap in the 
boundary wall. Not far ahead, across a field, I 
saw a light shining from the windows of a farm- 
house. Towards this my guide carried his bur- 
den, and soon after we had the injured woman 
lying upon a couch in a comfortable room, and I 
was busily at work dressing her wound. 

I had hardly finished when she opened her eyes 
and looked vacantly around, until she encoun- 
tered the gaze of the youth who was watching her 
eagerly. 

" Roy," she murmured faintly and closed her 
eyes again. 

"Marie, my darling! Thank God, you are 
alive ! " 

He was on his knees by her side, holding her 

pale face between his hands. 
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" Let her rest/' I intervened with professional 
bluntness. " She will do better if left undis- 
turbed." 

He rose obediently at my word. 

" Now," I continued, " what is the meaning of 
all this? Did your gun go off by accident? " 

The young man shook his head. 

" I had no gun," he said, looking me straight 
in the face. " I was not there. I heard a shot 
in the wood, a cry of pain from my wife, and I 
rushed to her assistance, I was here in the farm. 
When I found her she lay at the foot of the cairn. 
I thought she was dead. That is all — except 
that — whoever you are — I thank you for what 
you have done. Perhaps Marie can explain." 

" No, no," I said hurriedly. " She must not 
be worried to-night. You must get her to bed as 
quickly as you can — ^but first perhaps you can 
direct me to Hopeton, for I have lost my way." 

" Hopeton ! " The young man started back, a 
wild look of anger in his eyes. " Do you come 
from there? Are you a spy then, after all? " 

I shook my head, wondering at his sudden ex- 
citement. 

" I have never been to Hopeton in my life," 1 

answered quietly. " I have lost my way through 

trying to take a short cut from Kilbrennan." 

70 






FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES I 

He looked at me intently, but evidently reading 
the truth of my words in my face, he calmed down 
once more. 

" I will guide you to Hopeton," he said, after a 
moment's thought. "First let me get my wife 
safely to bed and then I shall be ready." 

I examined my patient once more and found 
her conscious but weak. Her husband carried 
her off to an upper room, leaving me alone to 
await his return. 

I had now time to observe my surroundings, 
and was surprised to find the furnishing and 
decorations of the room vastly superior to what 
one would expect in the sitting-room of a small 
farmhouse. There were many evidences of taste 
and of education upon the walls, and in the books 
and music which lay upon a side table. 

I had time also to search my memory for some- 
thing that had so far escaped me. Of whom 
did this young man remind me? There was 
something distinctly familiar about his face, 
though I could swear I had never seen him 
before. 

I was still puzzling over this resemblance when 

my attention was distracted by a crumpled and 

blood-stained paper which lay on the floor near 

the couch. I remembered then that in dressing 
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my patient's wound I had found this paper con- 
cealed in the bosom of her dress. 

I picked it up from the floor and straightened 
it out. The paper was yellow with age and worn 
and frayed where it had been folded. In wiping 
away the blood with which it was stained, the 
name Tanish caught my eye, and I found myself 
looking at the context before I realized that my 
action was dishonorable. 

I did not learn much from my spying, however. 
The writing was not English, or any other lan- 
guage that I knew anything of. It bore most 
^ resemblance to German, and I surmised that it 
was written probably in one of the Scandinavian 
tongues with which I was unfamiliar. The hand 
was cramped and antique and I guessed that it 
must be one or two centuries old. 

I was standing with this document in my hand 
when my host returned. I apologized for my 
prying, and explained it as best I could. He 
took the paper and examined it closely. 

" You say my wife was wearing this inside her 
dress? *' he asked with surprise. 

I nodded in reply. 

"Strange!" he murmured. **I can make 

nothing of it. I have never seen it before.'^ 

*< Your wife is not Scottish? " I hazarded. 
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" No ; Belgian/' he replied shortly, as though 
he resented my curiosity. 

" Ah ! then I have it ! The paper is in Flem- 
ish," I exclaimed. 

" Perhaps you are right," he answered coldly. 
"But it is no business of ours. I shall re- 
turn the paper to my wife to-morrow. Are 
you ready to go, or can I offer you any refresh- 
ment? " 

I thanked him but declined. I was already 
very late, and as my baggage had probably ar- 
rived at Hopeton, they would no doubt be won- 
dering what had become of me. 

We set out at a good round pace. My guide 
declined to converse, answering my tentative re- 
marks with monosyllables, and being obviously 
anxious to be rid of me. After a quarter of an 
hour's tramp I recognized that I was back at the 
fox-cover where the paths had parted. It was 
obviously here that I had gone astray. My com- 
panion led me down the other fork, through the 
fox-cover, and when we were through the wood 
we crossed a stile which brought us out on a 
proper road. 

"This is the highway from Kilbrennan," ex- 
plained my guide. " You are now almost at your 

destination." 
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He led me a little way along the road and then 
stopped. 

" Here is the carriage-drive to Hopeton," he 
said, pointing to an opening in the hedge. " It 
is about a quarter of a mile long. I need not 
take you farther as you cannot make a mistake." 

" Thank you. Will you tell me your name? " 
I replied. " I shall return to dress your wife's 
wound, but I am sure I can never find my way 
unless I have your name as a guide." 

" You are very kind," replied the young man, 
" but it is unnecessary, or if it should be neces- 
sary there is the village doctor — ^he is my friend. 
I should like — ^to ask " — ^he stammered and hesi- 
tated, "though I have no right to do so — ^that 
you say nothing of your experience of to-night 
to — ^at Hopeton. You see I — I am a — a tenant, 
and it might do me harm." 

The moon shone full in his face, and he smiled 
at me as he preferred his request. In a moment 
I knew of whom I had been reminded. 

I hesitated to grant his wish, but it is difficult 
to refuse when one has not a ready reason, so 
finally I gave a qualified consent. 

"Provided I hear nothing that makes this 
matter appear more serious than it does at pres- 
ent, I shall say nothing," I agreed. 
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" Thank you — good night ! " and turning on his 
heel he left me before I had time to say all that I 
meant. 

There was nothing for it but to make the best 
of my way to Hopeton. As I strode up the long 
dark avenue I murmured to myself : 

^^ A pair of spectacles, and that is the face of 
Jabez Morgan ! '' 
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CHAPTER Vm 

IT was dark in the drive, for it was fringed with 
oak and chestnut trees through which the 
light of the moon did not penetrate. In little 
more than five minutes I saw ahead of me the 
lights of Hopeton, and breathed a sigh of relief 
to think that I had at last reached my destina- 
tion, and that my troubles were over for the day. 

In this assumption I was premature, as will be 
seen. 

As I approached the front of the house I be- 
came aware that a vehicle of some kind was 
standing at the door, for I heard the rattle of 
harness and the pawing of a horse on the gravd 
and saw the light of what I guessed to be a car- 
riage lamp. 

At the same moment I heard the door open and 
the voice of my new employer raised in anger. I 
could see him by the light from the hall, holding 
open the door so that some one might pass out. 

"And mind this, Forbes," he was saying, as I 

came within hearing, " Fm showing you the back 
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of the door for the last time. The boy will have 
his own doctor from now on, and we'll see what's 
the matter with him at last." 

As he spoke another figure appeared upon the 
broad stone step. It was that of a burly man, 
rather under medium height, with a ruddy, 
healthy face and open, honest expression. He 
might have been somewhere in the fifties, but as 
he was clean-shaven and upright he looked 
younger. In one hand he held a stout stick and 
in the other an old-fashioned high felt hat. As 
he came out of the house, he paused on the step^ 
and turned to reply to Tanish. Though obvi- 
ously an educated man, he used the Scottish 
idiom freely, speaking in a quiet dignified man- 
ner, very different from the harsh uncontrolled 
anger of the other. 

"Weel, Laird, you ken your ain affairs best. 
But as for the bairn, if you dinna ken his com- 
plaint, it's no' for want o' telling. The puir lad- 
die was getting on fine while you were awa', but 
you're no' twa weeks back before he breaks doon 
again. And why? Because o' the de'il's temper 
that maisters you. He's a sensitive bairn, an' 
when you roar and bellow at him as if he were a 
dog or a stoat he canna eat nor sleep, let alane 

hand his ain end up when he's in your company. 
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You may get doon the whole College o^ Physee- 
cians but you'll no' get a truer diagnosis," 

I could see, even in the dim light of the door- 
way, that Tanish was fuming with rage, and I 
felt that I had timed my arrival most unfortu- 
nately. I thought it wiser to stop where I was, 
hoping that the doctor would drive off immedi- 
ately. But Tanish would not let him go. His 
rage must first have vent. 

" By God, Forbes," he bellowed. ** You are a 
cunning rogue — cunning enough at least to find 
an excuse for your own incompetence. So / am 
responsible for the boy's illnesses, am I? Why, 
damn you, man, it's the filthy drugs you pour 
into his guts that ruin his health. But that is 
what you're after! I knov you, and the whole 
tribe of your smug, canting rule-o'-thumb coun- 
try doctors. You can blunder through a confine- 
ment, or you can tell whooping-cough from meas- 
les, but for all the good you do to either of them, 
folk might as well call in the vet. It's fees 
you're after. So long as you can run up your 
bill by the ell, God help the poor patient ! " 

The doctor listened gravely to this violent 
abuse. 

" Aweel, Laird," he said quietly when the other 

halted for breath. "Hard words break nae 
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bones/' Then looking back into the hall, he 
cried, "Come awa', Betty. It's time we were 
hame." 

" Yes, and let it be the last time you cross this 
threshold," Tanish began once more. " Ay, and 
your daughter too. I'll have no spying into the 
methods of the new doctor under cover of visiting 
Marigold. Marigold needs • no friend whose 
father is an incompetent, drug-muddling charla- 
tan." 

"Guid kens. Laird Tanish, it's nae pleasure 
tae visit the Big Hoose these days, but there's 
sich a thing as medical etiquette, and I maun 
hand ower the case dacently and in orrder. Sae 
ye'U ha'e tae bear wi' me for yin mair veesit. 
Laird." 

"Hand over the case be damned!" retorted 
Tanish. " The case is out of your hands now. 
Seaton is due here at any moment, and he wants 
none of your grandmotherly advice." 

But this I could not listen to in silence. I 
would not be less correct, professionally speak- 
ing, than this manly old village doctor. I felt 
that it was time to disclose myself, so I walked 
forward into the light. 

"Ah! Here he is! The very man!" ex- 
claimed Tanish exultantly, drawing me forward 
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and shaking me warmly by the hand. ^^ You can 
take leave of the case now, Forbes. There will 
be no excuse for another visit and another six- 
and-eightpence in the bill,'' 

" I am afraid, Mr. Tanish,'' I said firmly, " that 
I must have a consultation with Doctor Forbes 
before I take over your son's case. If you will 
permit me, sir," I continued, turning to the doc- 
tor, " I shall call upon you to-morrow at a con- 
venient hour. You will then be spared the trou- 
ble of coming here, and we shall be able to go into 
the details of the case at our ease." 

Doctor Forbes received this statement with 
grave professional dignity, but I felt by the look 
that he gave me that he appreciated my mo- 
tives. 

"Thank you. Doctor Seaton,'' he replied. 
" Drap in the morn aboot three or f ower, and you 
shall ha'e my opeenion o' the bairn and his ail- 
ments. Come along, Betty. The mare's wearied 
waiting on us." 

I now saw Betty Forbes for the first time. She 

had been standing with Marigold Tanish in the 

great hall, while the two men were quarrelling in 

the doorway. She came forward now to join her 

father, and as she passed Tanish, she stopped and 

looked at him, with a fire of anger in her big red- 
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brown eyes. In the dim light of the lamps I 
could not tell her beauty, but I saw that she was 
tall and straight and well-formed. 

" I have heard all you had got to say to my 
father, Laird," she said, and her rich voice trem- 
bled with the anger that she held in control. 
" He is too big a man to answer you in the same 
childish way. Why, bless you, when you let 
loose your petty spite on him you are like a 
vicious cur barking at the tail of an automobile, 
for all the effect you have — good night," 

She turned to go and in passing gave a long, 
searching look at me, as if she were attempting 
in a glance to sum up not only my appearance, 
but my whole character and history. 

" Come along, Daddy," she said, and the affec- 
tionate tone of her voice must have compensated 
the doctor for all the hard words he had borne. 
She sprang lightly into the box seat of the dog- 
cart and took the reins, while her father climbed 
up more stiffly on the other side. 

"Then we'll see you the mom aboot three, 
Doctor Seaton," he cried as they drove off into 
the darkness. 

Mine was a very strained and uncomfortable 

welcome to Hopeton. The Laird himself was in 

a transition state between fury and civility, 
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which rendered his conversation stilted and un- 
natural, besides which he must have been more 
or less annoyed with me for siding, however 
mildly, with his enemy. 

It was when I turned to greet Marigold, how- 
ever, that I had the greatest shock of this sur- 
prising evening. So greatly was she changed 
that I could hardly believe it was she, and not 
some invalid sister. Her beautiful cheeks were 
pale and sunken and her dark eyes seemed un- 
naturally large and brilliant. If ever eyes spoke, 
Marigold Tanish's cried fear that night. There 
was something further in her expression that I 
could not fathom, as if she were trying to 
speak to me personally and warn me — ^but of 
what? 

Even her voice, as she welcomed me, seemed 
altered in some subtle way. There was little in 
it of the music that had pleased me so much on 
board the Sphinx. 

" Wherever have you been to? '' demanded the 
Laird when the usual greetings were over. 
" Your traps have been here this hour back, and 
we had begun to think that you had stayed the 
night at Kilbrennan.*' 

"I got lost," I said with a laugh. "I was 

directed by a short cut over the hills, and I wan- 
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dered about aimlessly until a farm-hand or some 
such person shepherded me back into my way." 

" Well, you must be hungry. Marigold, show 
the doctor his room, and where he can get a wash, 
and let's get to supper." 

It was a gloomy house, panelled in dark oak 
that reflected little of the light of the oil-lamps. 
Taking a candle in either hand from a table in 
the hall. Marigold led me up the wide staircase 
and along a dark corridor. When she reached 
the door of what was to be my bedroom she did 
not stop to let me pass in, but preceded me into 
the room, and then turning upon me suddenly 
with her strange wild eyes reflecting the flicker- 
ing flames of the candles, she whispered : 

" I must warn you ! Make no mention of my 
brother. Do not ask where he is, or show that 
you have any knowledge that Eoy exists. I have 
not time to explain now, but please be very care- 
ful. The mere mention of Roy throws him into 
a rage." 

She left me without awaiting an answer, and I 
felt pleased to think that she trusted me to that 
extent. 

Supper was a gloomy meal. Marigold hardly 
spoke, and I was compelled to carry on a conver- 
sation with Laird Tanish, with whom, after what 
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I had seen and heard that evening, I did not 
feel at all comfortable. We talked mainly 
of the little boy Duncan, whom I had not yet 
seen. 

According to the account given me by his 
father there was little the matter with him. 

"You'll see him for yourself to-morrow," he 
said. " In my opinion it is stubbornness, more 
than anything else, that's wrong with him. He 
won't eat — ^but just plays with his food, and no 
amount of talking will influence him. I've 
thrashed the young mule until he howled, time 
and again, but there seemed to be no way of get- 
ting the better of him." 

I looked across at Marigold as her father gave 
me this view of the upbringing of a delicate child, 
but she kept her eyes lowered and refused to 
meet mine. 

I could foresee plainly enough that my position 
in this strange hoiteehold was going to be a diffi- 
cult one. The father was an autocrat, and, in 
addition, a man of uncontrolled passion. How 
far would I dare to run counter to his will with- 
out bringing things to such a crisis that I must 
either leave or be dismissed? Certainly from a 
merely commercial point of view I did not care 

how soon I lost my employment, but having ac- 
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cepted Tanish's offer, I felt that my pride was 
inyolved in tke satisfactory fnlfllment of my 
duties. 

"I suppose it's too late for chess to-night/' 
said Tanish doubtfully, looking at kis watch 
when supper was over. 

" I am afraid I am too tired and sleepy to do 
myself justice,'' I replied. " If you will excuse 
me I shall go early to bed." 

I heaved an immense sigh of relief when I was 
at last alone in the security of my bedroom, and 
free to recall the incidents of the evening. My 
mind was in a perfect muddle with all that I had 
seen and heard, and I sat down on the edge of my 
bed to try to straighten things out. 

Who was this mysterious young man whom I 
had stumbled upon in the wood? As she recov- 
ered consciousness his wife had called him Boy, 
and Roy was the name of Tanish's son, — and this 
son must not be mentioned in his presence under 
pain of an outburst of rage ! 

But the young man of the wood certainly bore 
an extraordinary resemblance to Jabez Morgan, 
a fact that I could not reconcile with the former 
being Boy Tanish. 

There was something, too, that was very 

strange in the wounding of that beautiful girL 
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Was it an accident? I felt certain that her hus- 
band had spoken the truth, and that he was as 
ignorant as myself of the facts. This, again, re- 
minded me of the paper that I had taken from 
her bosom, — ^the paper upon which I had read 
the name of Tanish. 

Altogether, the more I recalled the events of 
the evening the more muddled did I become, nor 
was my condition improved by a gentle tap upon 
my door, followed immediately after by the ap- 
pearance of a slip of paper, which was pushed 
underneath from without. 

I picked it up and read it by the dim light of 
my candle. 

" I must see you to-night. Wait until you 
hear a second tap upon your door. You will 
then find me in the corridor and I shall guide 
you to where we can talk safely. 

" M. T.^' 

So I was not yet through with the night's 
adventures. 
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CHAPTER IX 

1 WAITED nearly an hour before the expected 
summons came. By that time all sound had 
died down in the house, and one could safely 
assume that every one had retired for the night. 
Then the signal was given and I slipped noise- 
lessly out into the corridor. I could see nothing, 
but a small hand took mine, and I was led along 
in the darkness to a sitting-room lit by a single 
candle. 

Marigold Tanish turned and faced me. 

" Forgive me for asking you to meet me in this 
surreptitious way," she said in a low voice. ** It 
seemed the only thing to do. You must be told 
something of how we are situated here, or you 
may say things to my father which will start all 
our troubles afresh. So I asked you to meet me 
now because it might be days before I found an 
opportunity to talk to you alone. I hope you 
don't mind, and that you don't think it indiscreet 
of me to meet you in this way? " 

" I think I know you well enough, Miss Tanish, 
to have the utmost confidence in your discretion. 
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It is enough for me that you think it necessary to 
speak to me alone. I should also like to say, 
before you teU me anything, that whatever I can 
do to help you will be done with my whole heart/' 

" Thank you. I must say what has to be said 
as quickly as possible and bring this unconven- 
tional interview to a close. My father, as you 
saw even on board the Sphinx, is a very hot-tem- 
pered man, and it has always been found best to 
avoid irritating him, as much as possible. When 
we arrived home from America he found that all 
his plans for the future had been upset. 

" About a year ago my father engaged a girl 
of about my age as a governess for Duncan, and 
also to some extent as a companion to me. She 
was a Belgian girl of good family, an orphan, 
who had been compelled to come out into the 
world to earn her living. She was very good- 
looking and very clever in her conversation, but 
I must admit that I never cared for her very 
much, and that for all the time she was here, we 
were never more than mere acquaintances. 

" It was different, however, with my father and 
with my brother Eoy. Marie seemed to fasci- 
nate them both, and yet she was so clever that for 
some time she was able to prevent them fron^^et- 

ting at loggerheads. Roy, you must know, is 
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just about as hot-headed as his father^ and both 
of them are very, very obstinate. Perhaps/' she 
added with a wan smile, ^^ as it is a family trait, 
I am not entirely free from it myself. 

" There were many old family papers which at 
that time my father was very much interested in, 
and he used to have Marie help him sort them out 
and arrange them. He had some idea, I think, 
of writing a history of the family. We go back 
a long time, you know, and in the days of the 
Jacobites we were hot and strong for the 
Stuarts. 

"There was a lot of correspondence dating 
back to that time, some of it in French, and 
Marie used to translate these letters and make 
fair copies of them. There was also an old illeg- 
ible scrawl which was written in Flemish, and 
this also Marie managed to decipher and trans- 
late. 

" The secret of that document is not mine to 
disclose. It is enough to say that my father 
became wildly excited over it. It was the cause 
of our visit to America, and the ill-feeling that 
arose between Mr. Morgan and my father. 

"It was about that time that Roy and our 

father became estranged. Roy had fallen in love 

with Marie and he did not take any pains to hide 
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the fact. How far she encouraged him I cannot 
say, but I think she played a not very honorable 
part, although one must admit that her position 
was difficult. 

" My father, although he never directly told me 
so, had made up his mind that Marie should be 
his third wife. 

" The climax came one day when father sur- 
prised Roy and Marie in the garden. I was 
never told what happened, but Roy left the house 
the same day, after a dreadful scene with his 
father. There is a small farm about two miles 
away which belongs to Roy. It was left to him 
by our mother, who died when we were children. 
It happened to be unoccupied at this time and 
Roy went off there and started to farm the land. 
We have both got a small income of our own, so 
that he was quite able to support himself. 

"Meanwhile, after a violent quarrel with 

Marie, father became reconciled to her again, and 

it was soon afterwards that the discovery of the 

Flemish document was made. I must not tell 

you more of that, but it caused us to set out on 

our trip to America, leaving Marie at home to 

look after Duncan. Evidently father intended 

to be married on his return, or he would not have 

been so anxious to engage you as Duncan's tutor. 
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" Our excursion to America did not succeed, 
and we returned home to find that in our absence 
Roy and Marie had been married and were living 
at Blackdikes, the farm I told you of. 

"There was a terrible scene. I was afraid 
that my father in his rage would have a seizure 
or lose his reason. Later I feared that there 
would be bloodshed. 

" He had talked so much of Marie on the jour- 
ney north, and had become so excited and fidg- 
ety, that I knew he was looking forward with 
unusual pleasure to seeing her again. 

" We had wired the hour of our arrival and the 
car was at the station to meet us. It was a great 
disappointment to father when he found that 
Marie had not come with it. He made no re- 
mark, however. 

" It was when we arrived here, and old Mrs. 
Ounningham, the housekeeper, met us on the 
doorstep, that he first began to have an idea that 
something was wrong. The poor woman was in 
a state of terror. She had never summoned up 
courage to write and tell us what had happened, 
and now her cowardice was recoiling on her own 
head. 

" She stammered her news as best she could, 

poor thing, and it was then that I thought my 
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father would have a seizure. His rage was ter- 
rible. It was evening when we arrived home, 
and already beginning to get dark, but he rushed 
out of the house and set out in the direction of 
Blackdikes as soon as he had collected himself 
sufllciently to take any action at all. 

" I dared not let him go alone. Heaven knew 
what awful thing would happen when he and 
Boy met. I ran after him and entreated him to 
wait until morning — ^to give himself time to think 
things over. He — ^he struck me across the face ! '' 

So far, Marigold had told me her story clearly 
and without emotion, but at this point she broke 
down and wept softly. I made no attempt to 
comfort her, but silently awaited her recovery. 
My feelings towards Laird Tanish would not bear 
words — certainly not in the presence of his 
daughter. 

" I saw then,'' continued Marigold, when she 
had dried her tears and ceased to sob, "I saw 
then that it was useless to attempt to dissuade 
him. I fell behind, but followed at a little dis- 
tance to Blackdikes. Evidently Boy had been 
warned of our home-coming, and had anticipated 
trouble, for his house was carefully closed, and 
he himself awaited us by the gates of the farm- 
yard 
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" Without a word spoken, my father strode up 
to him as he sat upon the gate, and struck him a 
blow full on the mouth, that knocked him flying 
into the yard behind. 

" Eoy behaved splendidly. I know that he is 
no coward, for I have seen him do many daring 
deeds in the years we have spent together, yet 
when he rose to his feet he made no attempt to 
return the blow. You must bear in mind that he 
is almost as hot-headed as his father and that for 
him to restrain himself in the face of such a de- 
liberate attack was no ordinary feat. 

" He rose and wiped away the blood that was 
trickling from his lips. Father tried to open the 
gate, but Boy stepped forward and held it shut. 
I was in terror in case this would bring them to 
blows again, so I rushed between and begged 
them to control themselves. 

" Until now, neither had spoken a word, and it 
was almost with relief that I heard father begin 
to denounce Roy in the most terrible terms. 
There is no need to repeat what he said, even if I 
could remember it all. Much of it was alto- 
gether unreasonable and all of it was very pain- 
ful to listen to. 

" He cast Roy off forever and vowed that he 

should never enter Hopeton all the days of his 
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life. He spoke of Marie in terms that brought 
the blood rushing to Boj's face, but still he held 
himself in, though the knuckles of the hand with 
which he clutched the gate grew white as he 
gripped. Oh, it was a horrible scene ! 

^^ His language became so dreadful that at last 
Roy cried harshly to me : ^ For God's sake, sis, 
take him away, or I shall strike him.' 

" It would have ended in an actual fight, I am 
sure, if father had not wrought himself beyond 
his own endurance, and fallen in a kind of fit. It 
passed off quickly, but he seemed weak and con- 
fused when he came to himself, and offered no 
resistance when I led him away. 

" Next day there was another dreadful scene, 
for in going through some of his papers, he found 
that the old Flemish document had disappeared. 
I thought that he would have rushed away again 
to Blackdikes to demand its return — for there 
can be little doubt that Marie had taken it — ^but 
strangely enough, he acted quite differently. He 
had severed all connection with his son on the 
previous day, and he refused to speak to him 
again, even to demand back his property. 

" I don't think the loss of the paper really mat- 
ters, because of course we have a translation of 
it — ^the copy we took to America — ^and the infor- 
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mation in the paper is too vague to be of mucli 
value to Marie. But I am getting upon for- 
bidden ground again. 

" Now that I have told you all this, Doctor Sea- 
ton, you will understand what a sore subject my 
brother is in this house. From the day on which 
he missed this paper my father has never referred 
to his existence, and I am in constant terror in 
case any chance mention of Roy^s name should 
cause fresh trouble. My father is still very irri- 
table, and liable to fall into sudden fits of rage, 
but I am hoping that your ooming may calm him 
to some extent. He has a very high opinion of 
you, which is founded, strangely enough, upon the 
fact that you can beat him at chess. He has 
always been considered a very fine player, and I 
cannot remember him ever hav^lg met an oppo- 
nent who could beat him as you do. I am in 
hopes that your games may take his mind away 
from all this trouble, for although he never men- 
tions it, I am sure that he is brooding over it 
continually. 

"Then there is Duncan. I only hope my 

father will not quarrel with you about him, for 

you are sure to disagree with his treatment of the 

poor chap. Duncan is shy and nervous, but very 

affectionate, and I am afraid Doctor Forbes i^ 
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right when he says that many of his ailments are 
caused by his father's harsh treatment of him. 
It is not wilful cruelty — father would never be 
deliberately cruel — ^but his own nature is so dif- 
ferent that he does not understand Duncan's shy 
ways. All this, however, you will see for your- 
self. I have kept you long enough already, and 
I have told you sufBLcient to enable you to avoid 
anything that would rouse my father's anger." 

" You have told me enough to let me see how 
much you yourself must have gone through dur- 
ing this trying fortnight. Miss Tanish," I said. 
" You can rest assured of my sympathy. What- 
ever I can do to help you will be done with my 
whole heart. I shall humor your father in every 
way {)ossible, but Duncan's welfare must be con- 
sidered too." 

** Of course," agreed Marigold. " I hope now 
that he is to be in your care all the time that he 
will soon be quite strong." 

" By the way, when I was lost in the dusk this 
evening I saw some one on the hillside who, I 
thought, might be Mr. Tanish. He was too far 
off to call to him. I think he was carrying a — a 
shotgun. Could it have been your father? " 

"Very likely," replied Marigold. "What a 

pity he did not sec you! It would have saved 
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you wandering about in the dark. Father got in 
just about half an hour before you arrived, and 
finding that Doctor Forbes and his daughter were 
here, and that your luggage had already come, he 
immediately got at loggerheads with the doctor 
about Duncan. I would not like you to judge 
him by this evening. It is only when he is put 
out that he behaves like that, and this evening 
when he came in he seemed very irritable. He 
may have had trouble with one of the tenants. 
Anything like that upsets him very much. But 
I have kept you up too long. Let me guide you 
back to your room, and please be as noiseless as 
possible.'^ 

When at last I got into my bed I heaved a sigh 
of relief and wondered if I had really finished 
with the night's doings at last. 

I was still wondering when I lost myself in 
sleep. 
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CHAPTER X 

T WAS awake early in the morning^ and lay 
•*• abed meditating on the events of the previous 
evening. 

What a man my new employer must be! I 
had first come in contact with him whUe he was 
denouncing Jabez Morgan as a thief ! I had had 
a struggle with him in the night — ^there could 
be no doubt it was he — ^while he was ransacking 
Morgan's baggage ! I now found good reason to 
believe that he had shot his son's wife, whom he 
had himself wanted to marry. 

How could I possibly live at peace with such 
a man? I had heard his language towards the 
local doctor. I knew that he had struck his 
eldest son on the mouth and his daughter across 
the face, and that he bullied and thrashed an 
ailing child! How was he likely to treat me, 
if I insisted on having my own way with the 
boy? 

I speculated, too, on the mysterious document 

that was the cause of so much of the trouble in 

the Tanish family. But for it the trip to America 

would not have taken place, and consequently 

Boy and Marie would not have been left to ripen 
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their love aflfair. But for it I would never have 
met the Laird aud Ms daughter, nor, I felt sure, 
Jabez Morgan. 

Morgan, without doubt, had crossed the At- 
lantic in pursuit of the Tanishes. He possessed 
something of value to them which he would not 
give up, and which Tanish had attempted to rob 
him of that night in our cabin. 

I went a step further in my speculations. I 
had been struck by the resemblance of Boy to 
Morgan. It must be that the same blood ran in 
their veins. Morgan must belong to an Amer- 
ican branch of the family. He had told me that 
he had a Scottish ancestor, — sl Boyalist. Yes, I 
was evidently on the right track. 

Finding myself brought up short in my deduc- 
tions for lack of data, I rose and dressed. It was 
a lovely clear spring morning, and the view from 
my window was magnificent. Although fully 
three miles from the sea, Hopeton commanded an 
extensive view of it. The house was situated at 
the head, and high up the slope of a glen through 
which a rocky bum flowed to the Firth of Clyde. 
On each side of the glen rose a range of low hills, 
those on the left as one faced the sea being the 
knolls among which I had wandered on the previ- 
ous evening. The hills on the right of the glen 

99 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES I 

were Mglier and dad in heather instead of 
grasSy a difference which lent a pleasant variety 
to the landscape. The lower slopes of the valley 
were wooded, and through the breaks in the trees 
one saw the clear pools of the bum, and an occa- 
sional patch of dull red where the force of the 
winter stream had eaten its wa; into the soft 
sandstone. 

One could trace the burn right down the glen 
to where it spread widely over the pink sands 
that bordered the blue of the Firth. Away be- 
yond, fourteen miles out on the water, lay the 
hills of Arran, — ^the ultimate thing upon the 
scene. 

As I saw it all for the first time on that bright 
April morning, it was a glorious spectacle. And 
the solitude of it all ! But for two or three dis- 
tant splashes of white farms half hidden in 
sheltering copses, the hills, the glen, the bum, the 
very Firth of Clyde and the Arran Hills them- 
selves seemed arranged and displayed for the 
sole delectation of Hopeton. 

I wandered downstairs and out into the gar- 
den, without meeting any one but a couple of 
clean maids busy with the morning's work 
They gave me good day quietly and with quick 

upward glance of the eyes that suggested appre- 
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hension, as though every one in this gloomy house 
was continually expecting an outburst of rage. 

I could now see the house, ^^ The Big House," 
as the country-folk knew it, for the fibpst time. It 
was built of yellow sandstone that time and 
weather had painted a somber gray. No creepers 
hid its bald outlines, and the cold blue-green 
slates that roofed it detracted nothing from the 
inhospitable effect. The house had been built 
originally as a square, almost a cube, but suc- 
ceeding generations had added wings on either 
side, greatly increasing the size, though adding 
nothing to its architectural beauty. 

I must admit that, like most Scotch houses, 
and like many Scotchmen too, the unattractive 
exterior was not duplicated within. The cold 
stone walls and slated roof were built to resist 
the storms of winter, and inside, even in the most 
inclement weather, one could be warm and cosy. 
The decoration and the furniture were perhaps 
a trifle heavy, but the large windows let in plenty 
of light, and the furniture, if old-fashioned, was 
comfortable. 

Given a family of happier temperament, the 

whole air of Hopeton would have been different 

As things were, a spirit of gloom seemed to 

overhang the house. 
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I met my patient and pupil at breakfast. He 
was a pale^ puny little cliap^ small for his age, 
with the same apprehensive quick look in his eyes 
that I had noticed in the maids^ but in his case 
greatly accentuated. 

He was in obvious terror of his father, and 
seemed to expect in me a second tyrant. I saw 
that my first business must be to get rid of this 
notion and gain his confidence. In the few re- 
marks I made to him during breakfast he replied 
in startled monosyllables, so I gave it up until I 
could talk with him alone. 

The Laird was in excellent humor, and had I 
met him for the first time, I should have doubt- 
less put him down as a typical jovial country 
gentleman. 

" I see you've been up and out early, having a 
look at the place," he said to me. "Ah ! These 
are changed days. There was a time when you 
could have stood on the threshold of Hopeton and 
seen nothing but the land of the Tanishes, barring 
the Arran Hills across the Firth. The estate has 
dwindled and dwindled through successive gen- 
erations until now we have enough to do to 
keep the roof over our heads. But we'll maybe 
change that yet/* he concluded vrtth a strange 

smUe. 
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I thought it curious that he should speak as 
though he were poverty-stricken, when I knew 
that he kept a fine car and two or three riding 
horses, quite a retinue of servants, and had en- 
gaged a private doctor at a very considerable 
salary. I only learned later that he was heavily 
in debt and that his whole estates were mort- 
gaged- 

Yet such was the nature of the man that he 
must have everything as he wanted it, without 
counting the cost. 

I sat on at table with him until Marigold had 
gone away on some household duty, and the boy 
Duncan had slipped quietly out. I then took the 
bull by the horns as I had made up my mind to 
do before breakfast. Better a good row at once 
than a perpetual squabble. 

" I want to talk to you about Duncan, Laird 
Tanish," I began. 

" Well, Doctor, what do you think of him? '^ he 
replied. 

" I have seen too little of him to form anything 
of an opinion, nor do I wish to until I have had 
a talk with Doctor Forbes." 

His brows lowered at the name, but he 

merely compressed his lips vrtthout uttering a 

word. ^ 
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" What I want to be sure of now/' I went on, 
" is the extent of my control over the boy. Un- 
less I am to have full authority, unless my treat- 
ment is to go on without interference from you 
or any one else, it is useless for me to have any- 
thing to do with him/' 

" What do you mean — interference from me? " 
said the Laird harshly, with a heightened color. 

" Merely that the boy must not be worried. It 
must be for me to say what he shall do and 
when — ^what he shall learn — ^what exercise he 
shall take — ^in fact I must have absolute author- 
ity. A doctor cannot be successful without it." 

I looked him full in the eyes as I spoke, and I 
saw that he understood me, for he bit his lip and 
drummed his fingers on the table angrily. 

Yet he did not flare up in a passion as I had 
fully expected. 

"Well, well,'' he said after a pause during 
which he had glanced hither and thither uncom- 
fortably, as if he did not care to meet my eyes. 
"A man should know his own job best. You 
must have a fair field. I leave the boy to you. — 
About chess now— when shall we make a start? " 

He was obviously anxious to gei away from 

the subject of his son, I guessed that my words 

had let him see his own behavior to the boy in a 
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new light. He saw himself, perhaps, as the bully 
that he really had been. . 

" This evening, if it is agreeable to you," I re- 
plied, equally glad to change the subject, as I 
had so easily gained my point. ^^ This morning 
I must spend with Duncan, and in the afternoon 
I have an appointment with Doctor Forbes." 

" We'll have a long sitting to-night then," he 
agreed. " Fve been reading up some new open- 
ings since I played you last. Maybe Til turn 
the tables on you yet." 

After I left him I wondered at my easy vic- 
tory. I began to think that I had some power 
over him, as Marigold had suggested. If my 
chess was responsible it would be easy to hold 
him in leash. 

Aboard ship I had not always played my best 
game. Sometimes I played when I was not in 
the mood, and once or twice I had even allowed 
Laird Tanish to win in order to please him. I 
felt sure that if I really set my mind to it I could 
mate him every time. At Harvard I had been 
reckoned the most promising player for years 
back, and had never lost a game in a tournament. 

If my prestige with my employer depended 
upon chess, I felt that I was safe. 
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CHAPTER XI 

IN the afternoon I walked to Kilbrennan to 
keep my appointment with Doctor Forbes. I 
took the short cut over the hills and found my 
way quite easily by daylight 

As I walked down the farm road above the 
station, the whole village was laid out before me. 
It was in a hollow, about two miles from the 
sea, and comparatively sheltered, for the country- 
side in which it was situated. It was rather a 
dull-looking village, as they mostly are in Scot- 
land, where the houses are either of cold gray 
stone or equally unattractive rough-cast. 

I wondered as I walked which was the house 
of Doctor Forbes. 

" It^s easy to see ye're a stranger in Kilbrennan, 

or yer wudna be speirin' for the doctor's hoose," 

said the grocer whom I accosted in his doorway. 

"Glang straucht by a' the shoaps, an' up the 

brae beyont. Ye'll see twa-three hooses wi' bits 

o' gairden forenenst them an' the yin wi' the ivy 

a' ower it'll be the doctor's." 

Having thanked my informant I followed his 
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directions and liad no difficulty in picking out 
the ivy-dad villa from the others near by. The 
front garden was gay with tulips and golden 
wall-flower. Hyacinths bloomed in the windows, 
which were curtained with delicately bordered 
casement cloth instead of the stiff lace curtains 
that shrouded all the other windows in the vil- 
lage. 

There was a cheerful, bright air about the 
house that reminded me of what I had seen of 
England. The smiling maid .informed me that 
the doctor had been called out unexpectedly, but 
that Miss Betty awaited me in the " paurler." 

At the same moment Miss Betty herself ap- 
peared upon the scene, and I was immediately at 
home. 

" Come along, Doctor Seaton. The dad is out at 
the moment, and I am commissioned to distract 
your mind until he comes back. Take a comfy 
chair. What will you smoke? There are some 
cigarettes here, but if you prefer a pipe, light up.'' 

I found myself in a cosy ^sitting-room, scented 

with spring flowers. The furniture was modem 

and artistic. The walls a soft plain green, and 

bare but for several landscapes by rising painters 

of the Glasgow scKool. A piano stood across one 

corner, the keyboard open^ and a number of 
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sheets of music lay upon the floor. All the 
chairs were armchairs, and all of them looked 
as comfortable as it is possible for chairs to be. 

Meanwhile my hostess continued to talk. 

" You have been a great disappointment to me, 
Doctor Seaton. When we first heard that an 
American doctor was coming, I pictured an 
itinerant party in a very shiny silk hat, selling 
remedies for rheumatics from an orange-box at 
the Cross. Naturally I christened you ^Dr. 
Quack.' Now you have gone and spoilt my pic- 
ture. I can't call you names after the way you 
backed up the dad last night. It was awfully 
decent of you. — ^By the way, how is our friend the 
Monster of the Glen to-day? None the worse 
for his orgie of hate, I hope? " 

"Do you mean my employer, Mr. Tanish?'' 
I asked with an attempt at distance, but I am 
afraid that I smiled back at Betty's merry face. 
One could not help it, for it was a pleasure to 
be in her presence. I had not seen her properly 
in the shadows of the doorway on the previous 
evening and her beauty came as a shock to me. 

Great masses of chestnut-red hair crowned a 

face that seemed to me the loveliest I had ever 

seen. It was so full of life, of humor, and of 

understanding. . Her eyes were large and brown- 
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red, her lip» soft and full, and her complexion 
of that degree of perfection that is only found in 
conjunction with hair like Betty's, in other 
words, it was unique. 

"Of course I mean the Laird,'* she replied, 
quite unabashed by my attempt to stand by my 
employer. " I know that you can't very well bite 
the hand that feeds you, but he doesn't feed me, 
and I simply refuse to be silenced. You needn't 
approve, you needn't even listen unless you like, 
but you know as well as I do that he is a beast. 
You heard his remarks to the dad last night, and 
you had enough insight to diagnose the dad's 
character for yourself. I could see that by the 
way you spoke. That is why I am entertaining 
you instead of letting you study the year-before- 
last's Oraphic in the consulting room." 

"It is awfully good of you. Miss Forbes," I 
said truthfully, " though you make too much of 
what I said last night. I heard your father speak 
up for the dignity of our profession, and I felt 
that I must support him." 

"You'll like the dad. He's a dear. You 

mustn't think that he is afraid of the Monster of 

the Glen because he didn't answer him on his own 

lines. It's simply that the dad is quite above all 

that vulgar abuse. It runs off him like water 
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off a duck. He is a philosopher^ and altogether 
much too fine a man to be shut up in a one-eyed 
hole like Kilbrennan. He would probably be a 
Harley Street specialist by this time if he hadn't 
been afflicted with me. You see, my mother died 
when I was born and the dad always insisted on 
looking after me himself. That is really why he 
has never got on. I was a miserable little wretch, 
always having colds and things, and dad said I 
must live in country air. Therefore he stuck on 
here instead of taking chances that were offered 
to him. But wouldn't you like to talk a bit now? 
I mustn't be greedy." 

" I'd much rather listen to you, Miss Forbes," 
I replied. " It seems ages since I have met any 
one who is really cheerful." 

" Yes, they are a pretty average gloomy lot up 
at Hopeton, Even poor Marigold has joined the 
mourners. I have tried to liven her up, but the 
Monster objects to me, and makes things as un- 
pleasant as he can when I call. I expect, also, 
that he takes it out of Marigold after I have gone. 
Why they should all be so dismal I can't quite 
make out. Of course every one knows about Roy 
bolting with his father's intended bride, but that 
hardly seems enough to give them all the miser- 

ables." 
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"Do you know Eoy at all? What sort of a 
man is he? " 

" Know him, bless you ! He was the first sweet- 
heart I ever had. We plighted our troth in an 
apple-tree at Hopeton about fifteen years ago. I 
admit that I pushed him off the branch soon 
afterwards and that he cut his head rather badly 
by coming down on a rake, but we made it up 
again later, and for years off and on — ^with a 
goodly number of offs — ^we were lovers.^' 

" Then you ought to be one of the gloomy ones 
too," I suggested smilingly. 

" I suppose I ought ; I'm in the swim really. 
As for what Roy is like, he is quite a nice boy — 
hot-headed and quick, but I am sure he would 
never do anything mean. After all, he had as 
much right to marry Duncan's governess as his 
father had, although why either of them wanted 
her I have never been able to discover. She is 
one of those pale, tragic-looking girls, and she* 
never looked one straight in the face. I am sorry 
for poor Roy, for I am sure he is in for lots of 
trouble. I have done my share now. I want to 
hear something about you. Why are you not 
more American? You haven't reckoned or calcu- 
lated OP said 'Gee' — not once since you came 

in!'' 
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I told her something of my past life and we 
were still chatting pleasantly when the doctor 
came in. 

"You know what a doctor's life is, Doctor 
Seaton/' he said, as he shook my hand heartily. 
" He canna call his time his ain, so there's nae 
need for me tae apologize. Has Betty managed 
tae amuse you wi' her havers? " 

"Havers yourself, dad," his daughter replied 
as she took his coat and hat and placed him a 
chair by the fire. " You know perfectly you like 
to hear me blathering, and you expect everybody 
else to like it too. They are not all doting 
fathers, you know." 

"Hoot awa', lassie! You an' your dotin' 
faithers!" said the old doctor with a merry 
smile, as he leaned forward to rub his hands in 
front of the blaze. " Pine ye ken wha's maister 
in this hoose. Ye dauma stir a finger or gi'e a 
wag o' your tongue withoot leave frae the 
tyrant. — ^Noo, run awa' an' see tae maikin' the 
tea. Doctor Seaton and me ha'e a maist im- 
pertant medical consultation forenenst us, an' 
it's nae place for a young lassie." 

" Squashed ! " exclaimed Betty. " I've half a 

mind to give you no tea at all — only for the 

credit of Scotland I must be hospitable to the 
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stranger. — Get on with your important consulta- 
tion. I know it. — ^ QVe the bairn plenty o' guid 
vittles an* fresh air, an' above a* three table- 
spoonfuls o' cod-liver oil ilka day. It's a gran' 
thing for baims. 'Deed an' there's naething the 
like o' it in the pharmacopoeia.' " 

As she concluded her burlesque Betty curt- 
sied derisively and took her departure. 

" There's mony a true word spoken in jest," re- 
marked her father, when she had gona *^ There's 
naething wrang wi' Duncan but juist want o' 
natural affection in his father. Keep him oot o' 
the Laird's sicht an' you'll sune ha'e him weel, 
an' as Betty says, gi'e him plenty o' guid Nor- 
wegan cod-liver oil. It's a graun' thing for 
bairns. 'Deed an' there's no' the likes o' it 
in " 

As he suddenly realized that he was giving me 
the original of his daughter's imitation, he 
stopped short and we both laughed heartily. 

"Weel, weel, we've a' got oor crotchets, an' 
I'll no' deny that cod-liver oil is yin o' mine.'' 

The doctor was such a hearty, jolly old soul 

that if he had advocated the advantages of 

strychnine as a bottle food for infants I should 

not have had the heart to disagree. 

By and by Betty returned and bore us off to 
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the dining room for tea. None of your after- 
noon teas with wafer sandwiches and toy tea 
cakes^ but a genuine square meal ! I saw for the 
first time a whole new series of varieties of 
scones — soda scones, whole-meal scones, potato 
scones, pancakes, oat-cakes, and Heaven knows 
what else, all home-baked and all delicious. 
Betty insisted upon me trying them all, and we 
made for ourselves a great deal of simple merri- 
ment out of the subject. 

If I have described my visit to the Forbes at 
some length, there is this excuse for it, if there 
were no other, that it came as such a pleasant 
relief from the gloom and worry of Hopeton that 
it impressed me much more strongly than it 
might have done in other circumstances. 

I left soon after tea, but not before I had re- 
ceived a most hearty invitation from the doctor 
to drop in and see them whenever I could. 
Betty, too, invited me back in her own peculiar 
but not less genuine fashion. 

" I forgive you for deceiving me,'* she said, as 

I shook hands with her. " If you had turned out 

the real genuine American doctor, I should have 

missed a new person to talk to. Do come and be 

talked to when you can. I hope you don't mean 

to let the Monster of the Glen keep you from 

114 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

knowing us. He hasn't bought your soul, has 
he? If not, I don't see what's to prevent you 
dropping in here at times — ^and be sure and come 
to tea. We can produce dozens of different kinds 
of scones yet." 

I wandered back over the hillside in a happier 
frame of mind than I had been in since I crossed 
the border. After all then, everything in Scot- 
land was not harsh and gloomy as my first ex- 
periences tended to show. 
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LIFE at Hopeton very soon settled down into 
a kind of routine. I had my own way with 
Duncan^ whose confidence I quickly won. By 
keeping him as much as possible away from his 
father, and arranging for him to have his meals 
with Mrs. Cunningham, the old housekeeper, I 
got him into a more healthy state of mind, which 
soon reacted upon his body. The Laird never 
interfered. He left me an entirely free hand, and 
practically ignored the existence of , the boy. 

His own attention wai^ taken up to a great ex- 
tent with the study of chess. He would spend 
hours working out the variations of some fresh 
opening, which he would afterwards spring upon 
me at our game in the evening. I was always 
more than a match for him, and several un- 
orthodox gambits that he attempted ended in 
rapid fiascos. The more often I beat him, how- 
ever, the greater his respect for me seemed to 

grow, and the power I attained over him in this 
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way gradually had its effect upon his behavior to 
the rest of the household. 

As time went on I found that I could often nip 
one of his outbursts of anger in the bud by means 
of a few quiet words. He grew to be ashamed 
of losing his temper in my presence, and would 
often restrain himself until I had gone, but 
give the more violent vent to his rage in my 
absence. 

Marigold was quick to note this change. She 
and I were seldom alone, though living under the 
same roof. Duncan was generally with me in 
the day, and chess took up most of my evenings. 
One morning, however, when I had kept the boy 
in bed with a cold, I met her picking flowers in 
the garden, and we had a chance of exchanging 
views. 

"I sometimes wonder, Doctor Seaton,'' she 
said, after we had talked for a few minutes on in- 
different subjects, "I sometimes wonder if you 
don't find our life here very monotonous." 

" It is so new to me, that, on the contrary, I 
find it very interesting,'' I answered. 

"In any case you have the satisfaction of 
knowing that you are doing a great deal of good." 

" How so? " I asked, for it had not struck me 

in this light. 
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"Look how Duncan has improved in health 
and spirits; how much more — ^manageable my 
father is ! I myself have to thank you for taking 
a great load oflf my mind," 

Indeed I had already noticed how much better 
Marigold looked than on the night of my arrival. 
The frightened glance of her eyes was all but 
gone, and there was a touch of healthy color in 
her cheeks. 

" If my coming has had any part in these im- 
provements I am more than repaid," I said. 

" If only father would stop worrying about — 
about what I must not discuss with you," she 
said with a smile. " My mind would be at rest. 
He still spends a lot of time over the translation 
he has of the Flemish paper that is lost. It is 
that which makes him so irritable. There is a 
mystery that he can't solve." 

" He has had no further communication with 
your brother at Blackdikes, I suppose? " 

Marigold shook her head sadly. 

" He never will," she said with a sigk. *^And 
I dare not see Roy either, for if father heard of 
it I don't know what would happen." 

I had often wondered if my first patient had 

recovered from her injury, and had once or twice 

considered calling at the farm, but each time I 
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thought better of it. I did not want to do any- 
thing that would upset the Laird. 

Even as it was, I found myself in danger of 
running counter to his wishes by following up my 
acquaintance with Doctor Forbes. I had met 
the old doctor driving with his daughter several 
times, and if I happened to be in Kilbrennan I 
generally dropped in for an hour at the doctor^s 
house. After all, as Betty had said, Laird Tan- 
ish had not bought my soul. Life was none too 
lively at Hopeton, and surely I was justified in 
choosing my own friends. The character of Doc- 
tor Forbes appealed to me very much, and he and 
I had become fast friends. As for Betty, I found 
her a tremendous relief from the solemnity of 
Hopeton, where we rarely smiled and never 
laughed. She was always cheerful and amusing, 
but with a touch of real kindliness that prevented 
her from appearing frivolous. 

It was during one of these visits to Kilbrennan, 
about two months after my arrival in the north, 
that I came in contact, once again, with Jabez 
Morgan. 

I had come over as usual by the old Soman 

Boad, and had met Betty Forbes on the hillside. 

We had met thus in our rambles several times, 

naturally enough, for we were both fond of the 
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open air, and the old road among the hills was 
Betty's favorite walk. As we went through the 
village street towards the doctor's house — for 
Betty insisted that I should stop to tea — ^we 
passed the Hopeton Arms, Kilbrennan's only 
hotel, and in the doorway stood Morgan, survey- 
ing the neighborhood through his spectacles, and 
looking as simple and harmless a creature as one 
could wish to meet. 

He recognized me as I approached and came 
running out into the street, all smiles, to meet 
me. As for me, I felt a tightening round the 
heart as I caught sight of the man, — a feeling 
such as one would experience in the sudden shock 
of a motor accident. Something was going to 
happen ! 

"Dear, dear, dear! Now fancy meeting you 
here, Seaton ! " he exclaimed, shaking me vigor- 
ously by the hand. 

" I told you I was coming, so it surely can't 
be such a great surprise,^' I answered, none too 
heartily. 

"Yes, yes! But people often change their 

minds, and I reckoned you'd think better of it 

when you'd tasted the joys of London. And 

how is our friend the Squire — I hear they call 

him Laird in this wilderness — ^and Miss Mari- 
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gold? You see, young lady," he continued, turn- 
ing with great affability to Betty, who had stood 
by meanwhile, regarding him with a smile of 
mingled interest and amusement, " the Doc here 
and I chummed together aboardship — roosted 
together, as you might say — and your local 
potentate with his daughter came over on the 
same boat. Quite a happy little family we were ! 
Our friend the Squire ^^ 

"You can hardly be said to have been very 
intimate with him," I interrupted cuttingly, in- 
censed at his freedom towards Betty. 

" Oh, yes, we were intimate enough. Perhaps 
not, strictly speaking, friendly^ but certainly in- 
timate," he replied unabashed, and chuckled over 
his words, as if they held some meaning known 
only to himself. 

" That sounds almost as if you were one of the 
family," said Betty, smiling upon him in quite a 
friendly fashion. "As a rule, the closer the rela- 
tionship, the more ructions there are in the 
camp." 

"Dear, dear," exclaimed Morgan. "You are 
a noticing young lady." 

He looked at Betty closely, as if he had sud- 
denly seen reason to take a greater interest in 

her. Then suddenly I remembered the astonish- 
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ing resemblance I liad discerned between Morgan 
and young Roy Tanish. Had Betty seen it too? 
I wondered. 

" I suppose you are acquainted with our friends 
the Tanishes? " asked Morgan of Betty. 

" Yes, Marigold is almost my only girl friend." 

I was surprised to find Betty so ready to be 
affable with Morgan, forgetting that she had 
none of the knowledge that rendered me so sus- 
picious of him. 

" Then perhaps — seeing the Doc here seems a 
bit touchy on the subject — perhaps you wouldn't 
mind telling me if they are all well and flourish- 
ing?" 

" Yes, there is nothing the matter at Hopeton, 
so far as I know." 

"Old gentleman's temper pretty much as 
usual?" 

Betty smiled, showing a sparkle of white teeth. 

" Variable to stormy, speaking barometrically," 
she replied. " So I understand, for he and I are 
not the best of friends, and! see as little of him 
as possible. — Are you staying long in the dis- 
trict, Mr. You did not mention your 

friend's name, Doctor Seaton ! " 

I was compelled to go through the form of an 

introduction. 
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"Ah! That's the i)oint, Miss Forbes/' said 
Morgan in reply to Betty's question. "I am 
staying as long in the district as it will take to 
carry through my business, and that's a conun- 
drum I can't guess the answer to." 

" Somewhat vague," agreed Betty. 

" Perhaps you'd drop in and see me in this one- 
horse hotel, Seaton," said Morgan, turning again 
to me. "Have a chat — ^talk over old times. 
There's one or two things I'd like to say to you, 
if I may." 

I thought it much safer to have nothing to do 
with the man, but on the other hand I was 
anxious to know if he intended to come to Hope- 
ton, and if so, when. I felt sure he would cause 
trouble, ^nd I wanted to be able to warn Mari- 
gold in advance. She, who knew the circum- 
stances, would be able to judge if it was possible 
to keep him away. 

With this passing through my mind, I agreed 
to call at the hotel before I left the village, and 
we parted for the moment. 

" I like your Mr. Morgan," said Betty, as we 

continued up the village street. "He looks 

honest in a way, and yet he seems to be pretty 

cute — a wily variety of bird, I should think. He 

has an innocent kind of look which is mostly 
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smile and spectacles. Take both of these away 
and he would be a different man altogether — 
and yet I like him.^' 

I had a momentary picture of Morgan as I had 
seen him that night in our cabin with his glasses 
off, and I marveled at Betty's rapid and accurate 
judgment. I wondered if she were equally justi- 
fied in liking the man. 

Doctor Forbes was away at an outlying farm, 
so Betty and I had tea entirely by ourselves. As 
the conversation still turned upon Morgan, in 
whom Betty seemed to take a great interest, I 
described my meeting with him aboard the 
Sphinx, and told her of the feud that seemed to 
exist between Morgan and the Tanishes. I did 
not feel justified in speaking of Laird Tanish's 
nocturnal visit to our cabin, but with that excep- 
tion I related pretty much what I have already 
set down of our life aboard ship. 

" So, you see," I concluded, " you are quite 
right in thinking that Morgan is not so simple as 
he looks. Whether he is honest or not is another 
matter." 

" I don't see that you have told me anything 

against the poor man," replied Betty. " The fact 

that the Monster of the Glen was horribly down 

on him is rather in his favor. As for Marigold, 
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she told you there was nothing against him, and 
yet she was very rude to him when he spoke to 
her. But then girls are rather unaccountable. 
She may be fond of him ! That would explain 
her contradictions.^' 

^^You don't seem to have a high opinion of 
your sex, then? '' I asked. 

" No woman has ! " she answered. " Each of 
us thinks she is the only sensible one in the mob. 
That is why women condescend to one another so 
much — ^and hate each other for doing so. But 
we are getting away from Mr. Morgan. Do you 
know, I am quite certain that he is a Tanish." 

" I think you must be right," I agreed. " He 
certainly resembles Eoy.'' 

"Yes, and the Monster too. But I thought 
you had never met Eoy? " 

"I did — once,'' I replied. "I might as well 
tell you, though I have kept the story to myself 
so far/' 

I must admit that I found it difficult to keep 

anything from Betty. She was so ready to be 

interested in what one had to say, and so honest 

and open herself, that it seemed the most natural 

thing possible to tell her things that one would 

not have dreamed of mentioning to another. So 

now I found myself describing to her my arrival 
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in Kilbrennan, and my meeting with Boy Tan- 
isliy and his wife. I told her everything as it 
had happened up to the time of my appearance 
at the door of Hopeton. 

"You are a regular mine of mysteries/' she 
said, when I reached the end of my story. " I 
can't make head or tail of it all. Do you believe 
that some one shot Mrs. Boy? " 

I nodded but said nothing. 

" Unless it was the Monster himself, in a more 
boisterous frame of mind than usual, I don't 
know any one in the neighborhood who would be 
likely to do such a thing." 

I began to wish that I had not told the story. 
The Laird had been out with a shotgun that 
night! 

" Then you go dragging in a mysterious paper, 
which probably means nothing at all — and blood- 
stains on it, bless you! You really ought to be 
at Scotland Yard, or even Baker Street, Bob ! " 

We had drifted to the use of one another's 
Christian names in the course of our country 
walks. With such a friendly girl as Betty, it 
was inevitable. 

"Are you on calling terms at Blackdikes? " I 

asked. 

" I called once, but I don't seem to get on with 

126 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

Marie, and she never returned the visit. Still, I 
have a good mind to go and see that she is all 
right. They never sent for the dad, so the in- 
jury could not have been serious.'' 

We drifted away from the subject, and shortly 
afterwards I remembered my appointment with 
Morgan, and took my leave. 
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CHAPTER xnr 

MOBGAN received me eflfusively when I 
entered the little sitting-room he had en- 
gaged at the Hopeton Arms. 

^^ Ck)me along in, Seaton. Take the armchair. 
I'm afraid it is a bit hard thongh, like everything 
else in our poor old motherland. Dear, dear! 
Fancy us both turning out to be Scotch in the 
roots. We must have been thrown together by 
Providence, Seaton, so that you might be able to 
help me in my plans.'' 

" It couldn't have been Providence, for Provi- 
dence never makes mistakes," I replied. "I 
don't intend to be nuxed up in your plans, 
whatever they may be. I am engaged by Tanish 
to look after his boy. Tanish and you are on bad 
terms. Obviously it is not to my advantage to 
have anything to do with you." 

" Dear, dear, dear ! You are very impetuous, 

Seaton. But I like a man that speaks out what 

Is in his mind. You are quite wrong though. 

Tt may be far more to your advantage to be 

friendly with me than with Tanish; besides, I 
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don^t want to compromise you with your em- 
ployer. On the contrary '^ 

"Look here, Morgan/' I interrupted. "The 
only help you can get from me is in the way of 
advice, and my advice is — clear out of the dis- 
trict. I don't know what little game you have 
on, but I'm sure you are going to make trouble 
at Hopeton. You once told me you had a great 
admiration for Miss Tanish; you will cause her 
a lot of anxiety if you stay. We have just suc- 
ceeded in getting her father into a quieter frame 
of mind, and everything is going on swimmingly. 
Your appearance will rouse the Laird to new 
Bi)asms of rage. You know that you always 
affect him in that way." 

"Very true, Seaton, what you say," agreed 
Morgan, who had listened mildly to all my re- 
marks. " But don't you think that you look at 
things too much from the Tanish point of view? 
What about the Morgan side of it, now? Here's 
me, traveled all the way from London to my 
benighted motherland, for the purpose of in- 
gratiating myself w:ith Marigold Tanish. Now 
you may take it from me, Seaton, that I don't 
leave until I've an understanding with that girl ! 
I've got to see her, I've got to talk to her and 

explain things a bit — ^audit's up to you to get 
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me tiie first interview witkout the Squire know- 
ing of it." 

All tkis was said in Morgan's customary gentle^ 
deprecating way, but I knew enough of him by 
this time to be sure that he meant every word. I 
did not mean to be browbeaten into acting as his 
cat's-paw, however. 

"Why should I be your go-between?" I de- 
manded. " I tell you I don't mean to be mixed 
up in any of your doings." 

"As to why," replied Morgan with a gentle 
smile, "the explanation is simple. You would 
not like me to march up to the door of Hopeton 
and ask for Miss Tanish. There would be a hell 
of a row — ^which is what you want to avoid. So 
you see, from your own point of view it will be 
much better to arrange a meeting privately for 
me." 

I felt cornered, for what he said was true. I 
could see no way out of the difllculty, and was on 
the point of admitting as much when Morgan 
spoke again. 

" Look here, Seaton," he said, and as he spoke 

he crossed the room and put his hand on my 

shoulder in a friendly fashion, "you are out 

of your depth in this business. It's all mystery 

to you. Heaven knows there's plenty of mystery 

130 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

for tke rest of us who are in it, but for you who 
have been kept in the dark all along, it must 
be worse. I suppose Tanish has never told you 
what he wanted of me in America? " 

I shook my head. 

^^ I dare say he hasn't boasted about being re- 
lated to me, either? " 

" No,'' I said, " but recently I have guessed it." 

Morgan smiled broadly. 

"You mean that your pretty Miss Forbes 
guessed it for you in the twinkle of a gnat's eye- 
brow ! Dear, dear, she is a cute one, your Miss 
Forbes. But I like her. You're a lucky man, 
Seaton. All the luck comes your way. All the 
more reason why you should do your best for 
me." 

" Whatever is in the wind, it does not concern 
me," I said stubbornly. "You can easily send 
Miss Tanish a note." 

" Perhaps if I tell you more, you may be more 
friendly towards me," cried Morgan. "At pres- 
ent all you know is that our friend the Squire — 
my forty-second cousin^ by the way— calls me a 
thief, a ijwindler, a rogue, a blackguard, and any 
other nasty little title that crosses his august 
mind. Also you know that Marigold, his daugh- 
ter, does not hold yours truly in high repute, but 
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I don't believe you have ever heard her call me 
any of these pretty names, eh? '^ 

" No/' I agreed. " She has even gone so far as 
to say that she has no reason to doubt your 
honesty.'' 

" Heaven bless her ! '^ smiled Morgan and I did 
not know whether it was in earnest or burlesque. 
" Well, m tell you the story. You can picture 
me leading a peaceful live in Chestnut Hill, New 
York, undisturbed by the slightest thought of my 
English relations. I am a portrait painter, and 
if you knew anything at all about modem art, the 
name of Jabez Morgan would be familiar to 
you. — ^Don't apologize ! It's no disgrace to you, 
but it shows the value of fame." 

He paused to offer me a cigarette and light one 
for himself. 

"Dear, dear, it's a strange thing, is family 
affection," he continued, as he blew a great cloud 
of smoke from his lungs. "Along comes the 
Squire with his pretty daughter, reveals himself 
to me as the long-lost cousin who has looked me 
up while touring the States, and sits plump down 
in my little place like a clam. 

" I treated them to the best I could — showed 

them the sights, introduced them to my friends, 

gave parties for them — ^altogether the Squire had 
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no cause to complain of his welcome. And note 
this, Seaton, at that time I just took the old 
boy's word that he was my cousin. I knew noth- 
ing of my ancestry. We don't take much stock 
in corpses over yonder, as you know. Along 
comes the Squire, who tells me I am the last 
descendant of the younger brandi of the family, 
and there you are. Of course I knew that my 
mother's name was Tanish and that she hadn't 
a relation left that I could borrow from, so I 
guessed he was right — ^which he was, as it turned 
out, except on one point. 

" Well, this went on for some weeks, and we 
all had a real good time. I got fairly crazed over 
Marigold. I won't say she felt the same towards 
me, but she was as friendly and cousinly as a 
young girl could well be, and I began to have 
hopes of joining the two branches into one again. 

" Bit by bit our friend the Squire began to let 
me into the history of the family. I'm not strong 
on it even now, but I can tell you enough to give 
you an idea how we drifted across the big pond. 

" It seems that way back in early times, when 

the Stuarts were messing around anyhow in the 

old country, our folks were all for the swell side 

when the trouble began. There was a certain 

Roy Tanish fought in the rebellion of 1715 and 
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got his skull cracked for his ];>aiiis. He had two 
sons, had Boy, who were in petticoats and pina- 
fores at the time, and it is about these two sons 
that the Squire and I had our first rumpus. 

" VU give you the Squire's version first, for it 
was all news to me, and I didn't doubt a word 
of it. According to him^ then, these two sons 
were called Dougal and Hamish — ^Dougal being 
the elder, and the heir to the estate of Hopeton, 
which was then a much grander affair than it is 
now. Years passed by, and the two boys grew 
up. According to the Squire, Dougal, the elder 
brother, was a quiet, inoffensive kind of a mutt, 
while Hamish, the younger brother, was a dash- 
ing, go-ahead fellow who got mixed up in all the 
plots and games that were going on round about 
the French court. 

^^Along comes the next rebellion which, as you 
know, took place in 1745. By this time the boys 
were well on in the thirties, and Dougal had 
married and settled down at Hopeton. Master 
Hamish, like the bold bad boy he was, was in the 
thick of the trouble. 

"Well, according to the Squire, Hamish was 

over in Ayrshire before the rebellion opened 

out, making arrangements for a general rising in 

the district and turning everything that was 
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negotiable into money. He did Iiis damnedest to 
rush brother Dougal into the biz^ but Doug, was 
a fly old cuss and lay low. The utmost he would 
do was to give Hamish all the coin he could 
scrape together by levying toll on his tenants. 
In this way he hoped to be on good terms with 
the Pretender if he came out top^ and at the 
same time avoid trouble if Bonnie Prince Charlie 
fell down. 

^^ Hamish got together a pot of money. He 
didn't send it over to Charlie in Prance — ^prob- 
ably he knew his fellow conspirators too well. 
His idea was to present the treasure to the boss 
himself when he came over, and make sure of all 
the credit. However, it never came off. The 
plot fizzled out. Hamish had banked his fund 
somewhere to be drawn at the right moment, but 
when the other side roped him in — ^which they 
did, when his luck was out — ^he never had a 
chance to get at it. 

^'According to the laws of those days, Hamish's 
head was due to be amputated at dawn or there- 
abouts, but whether there was a blunder in the 
execution department, or whether Hamish had 
influential friends on the winning side, the fact 
remains that he got off with transportation for 

life to the plantations in Virginia^ and was duly 
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towed across the pond with a cargo of lucky ones 
like himself. 

"Now, according to the Squire — ^for we are 
still following his version of the story — Dougal 
stayed at home and lived happy ever after. He 
didn't know but what Prince Charlie had received 
the coin and spent it on his unfortunate trip to 
Scotland, so although he mourned the loss of his 
share, he sat tight and thought himself well out 
of it all at the price. 

" It seems there was only one person who knew 
that this treasure still existed intact, and he was 
a confidential Flemish servant who had been 
mixed up with Hamish in all his plottings. When 
his master was caught out, he succeeded in escap- 
ing out of the country. For years after, he in- 
tended to return to Scotland and hunt up the 
gold, but something always prevented him. Be- 
sides, he had only a very vague idea of where 
Hamish had planted the stuff. 

^^As he grew old, his conscience began to trou- 
ble him, I suppose. Anyhow he wrote to Dougal 
Tanish and told him all he knew of the treasure, 
which wasn't much, except that he knew the coin 
had been planted and never recovered. 

" The Squire didn't know whether his ancestor 

had ever been able to read this letter. It was 
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written in Flemish, and he himself discovered it 
by chance while hunting through a lot of old 
papers. He happened to have a Belgian lady at 
Hopeton who was able to translate the letter for 
him, and then the old boy started hunting round 
every likely spot in the neighborhood, hoping to 
light on the gold by chance. 

" Of course he failed. But being a determined 
old boy, he began to think of other ways and 
means, and the only possible chance lay in hunt- 
ing out Hamish's descendants in the States, and 
finding out if they had any papers or traditions 
on the subject. — Hence the cousinly visit to 
yours truly. ^^ 

I had listened with great interest to Morgan's 
narrative, which explained so much that had 
been dark to me. I felt sure that his story was 
true in the main, though it might be colored to 
suit his own interest. 

" Surely Tanish did not put the real object of 
his visit quite so plainly after at first pretending 
that he was on a mere pleasure tour,'* I com- 
mented, as Morgan paused in his story. 

" No, he is too wily an old bird for that. The 

story as I have told it to you, came out in bits, 

now and again, generally after Marigold had 

hopped off to bed and we were having a nightcap 

137 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

together. Then gradually he began to wonder 
if my side of the family had not left any records. 
He told me he was going to write a history of the 
family, and that a section on the American 
branch would complete it nicely. The treasure 
part of the story only came out when he found 
he couldn't get me interested in the family 
records otherwise. I was sure all along that he 
had something more than the history of the fam- 
ily up his sleeve, so I pretended to take little in- 
terest, and at last he was compelled to put down 
his best trump/' 

" From what you said at the start," I said, *^ I 
gather that the story you have told me is not 
strictly accurate? " 

" No, it is not. The main part of the yam is 
gospel truth, but on one particular point it runs 
off the lines just about as far as it could. The 
Squire was taking no chances that he could 
avoid, but then neither was I. We now come to 
my side of the story. Fve got my records here 
in my grip.'* 

Morgan went to the neighboring bedroom, and 
returned carrying a small black bag. 
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MOBQAN placed the bag upon the table, 
opened it, and took out a large envelope. 

" I've got my side of the story here,'' lie said 
with his usual innocent smile. "Dear, dear, 
dear! It's sad to think that a hearty old boy 
like the Squire should be such a double-dealing 
rogue, especially when he has a daughter like 
Marigold ! '' 

"I have only your word for it that he is a 
rogue, remember. — ^And I have his that you are 
one, for that matter," I added sharply, for I had 
no intention of being false to the salt I ate. 

Morgan smiled, but showed no trace of em- 
barrassment. ^ 

" Well, well," he said with a sigh. " Slinging 
names around doesn't help things for'ard. 
Documentary evidence is the sure test. Tanish 
must have gone to some trouble picking up my 
trail. Our family came from way down in Vir- 
ginia, and my mother was the last of the bunch. 
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Her two brothers were both killed in the war, 
fighting under Lee, and she was left a mere kiddy 
with nobody but an old black mammy to look 
after her. Some kind neighbors took her in and 
brought her up, and when she grew to long 
dresses she up and married a Northerner from 
New York State — ^no doubt to the great horror of 
her foster parents. Anyhow, she kept the family 
papers good and safe and handed them over to 
me before she died, poor lady. 

"These same papers were stowed away for 
years at the back of an old writing-desk, and I 
had all but forgotten them when along comes 
Squire with his family history. I lay low, as 
I've told you, and learned all I could, but I took 
no great interest until he came out with the story 
of the treasure. That set me raking out the lum- 
ber in the writing-desk, but I chose midnight to 
do it, when my affectionate relative was safe in 
the land of nod. 

"I found the story of my great-great-grand- 
father Hamish's life written out in his own hand, 
and a pesky hard hand it was to decipher, as you 
can see for yourself 

Morgan drew some sheets from the envelope 

and handed them to me. They were yellow and 

worn with age and the ink was faded to a yellow- 
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brown, which was almost illegible apart from the 
crabbedness of the handwriting. 

" Has Laird Tanish seen this? ^' I asked; as I 
glanced through the pages, without being able to 
read more than a stray word. 

" Sure ! " replied Morgan, chuckling as though 
at some joke of his own. " I guess he has read 
very little of it though. He hadn't time. How- 
ever, I'll tell you about that in its place. I fished 
out this paper, then, and spent the best part of 
the night wrestling with it. I found that the 
story was pretty much as the Squire had told it, 
except for one thing, — Hamish, my ancestor, was 
the elder brother, and Dougal, his ancestor, the 
younger. That put rather a different complexion 
on things ! It was Hamish himself who scraped 
together the coin, sold what he could of the fam- 
ily estates, and raised money on the rest. Dougal 
took no hand in the rising at all. He simply 
laid low, saying nothing. 

" There is a passage in the paper you hold in 

your hand — ^which, by the way, is practically 

the old boy's last will and testament — saying 

that as there seemed no hope of either himself 

or his children ever returning to claim what he 

calls his *just inheritance,' he relinquishes all 

his rights in Hopeton to his younger brother 
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Dougal and to his heirs forever. — ^Let me find it 
for you." 

Morgan took the time-worn papers and ran his 
finger down the pages. 

"There it is, look," he said, pointing to the 
passage. "But look farther on. *With the 
sole exception pf the treasure that I gathered to- 
gether for my rightful but unfortunate King 
Charles Stuart, and which I have put in a place 
of security to be hereinafter set forth. This 
treasure I will and bequeath unto my children 
Hamish and Charles, to be theirs equally between 
them, or failing them, unto their heirs at such 
time as it pleases God that the treasure may be 
discovered.' 

" That's plain enough, eh, Seaton? Yet that 
aged relative comes along and tells me a yam 
wholly contrary! He's some liar, is our friend 
the Squire ! " 

" How do you know? " I demanded. " He may 
have believed all he told you. Why should you 
be so certain that he was deliberately deceiving 
you? " 

" Dear, dear, you are a one to stick up for the 

hand that feeds you, Seaton ! If I had no other 

reason to be sure he was deceiving me from the 

start, I have seen enough of his tricks since to 
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know that if lie wants anything there is nothing 
on earth he won't do. Just you wait until you've 
heard the whole story. 

" I tackled the Squire next day on this very 
point. I suggested that he might have made a 
mistake and that my branch of the family was 
the elder. It was the first time I saw him in a 
rage. Up till then, he had been as amiable and 
gentle as a boarding-school miss, but now I saw 
the other side of the picture. The very way he 
stormed was enough to show that he was bluffing 
out a bad lie. 

" Now I can't tell you this yam, Seaton, with- 
out bringing in a love interest. Gtod knows I 
don't want to spread myself on the subject of 
Marigold, but the story can't go on and leave 
her out. — ^By this time, I was fair crazy for the 
girl, and she and I had great times together. I 
don't want to boast, but I honestly believe she 
was growing to like me some, and in time I might 
have made her like me more, but just in the 
doubtful days when she could be turned either to 
hate me or the other thing I made a bad break 
and it was hate for mine. 

" When the Squire simmered down a bit I put 

a proposition to him. It wasn't meant for a 

downright bargain, but he took it as such. 
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"* After all/ I said to him, ^wliat does it 
matter which of these two mutts was born first? 
They've both been underground a good long hun- 
dred years, and there's no need to rake up old 
sores. Surely we can settle all this friendly-like. 
Suppose now that Marigold and myself fix up a 
match, what's to prevent the two branches of the 
family becoming one? Then if there^s any treas- 
ure to share we can all share alike.' 

" The Squire trami)ed up and down my best 
carpet, adding up the ayes and noes. Evidently 
the ayes had it, for at last he stopped opposite 
me and sings : 

" * A very good suggestion, Morgan. The best 
way out of the difBLculty. Let me see the manu- 
script.' 

" * Not so fast, cousin,' I answered, or words 
to that effect. * It's a long way yet to the wed- 
ding ceremony.' 

" Then of course another storm broke. — ^Did I 
think he was a swindler or that his daughter 
would not carry out his wishes — ^and a lot more 
of that kind of stuff. I just had to let him run 
dry, but I stuck to the papers like glue. 

" Now it was no intention of mine, Seaton, to 
make a bargain with the Squire for his daugh- 
ter's hand, but the silly old fool took me up that 
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way, and off he set to make Marigold agree. 
Then the fat was in the fire. Of course she 
wouldn't hear of it, being a fine, high-spirited 
girl. The things she called me ! Why, it was an 
education to me. Dear, dear ! What a girl she 
is. The real Tanish stock without a doubt ! 

"It was a most exciting chat we had. She 
never gave me a chance to explain, but asked me 
if I mistook her for a cow, or some such domestic 
animal, to be bargained for without her having 
a say in it at all. I tell you, Seaton^ she had 
some say! Then the old man went for her, be- 
cause she would not obey his wishes, and finally, 
just to round the affair off neatly, / went for him 
hot and strong, for giving Marigold a false idea 
of me. 

" Marigold wanted to leave my house at once, 
that very day, but the Squire wouldn't hear of it. 
He still had hopes of coming to terms with me, I 
suppose, and in any case he was determined to 
have the key to the treasure by hook or by crook.^' 

" Then you actually have a key to this treas- 
ure? " I asked, for so far Morgan had not defi- 
nitely said so. 

"Sure!" he replied promptly. "You shall 

see it by and by ! I mean to be absolutely open 

with you. I'm out to lay every card on the table. 
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"Well, they stayed one more night in my 
house, much to Marigold's disgust. She never 
spoke a word to me at meals, and kept out of my 
way between them. She went oflE to bed as early 
as possible, and for the rest of the evening the 
Squire made every effort he knew how to get the 
key to the treasure out of me. He argued first 
and bullied afterwards, and finally he came down 
to trying to make a deal. He offered me a quar- 
ter and then a third, then a half, and by mid- 
night he had promised I should have two thirds 
of the boodle if only Fd let him in. 

" Well, I reckon he hadn^t treated me straight, 
Seaton, and I'd made up my mind he should pay 
for his crookedness. So not a word would I say 
to help him. Mind you, that treasure belongs to 
me by right! He hasn't the vestige of a claim 
on it, but if he'd come straight out with the facts, 
I guess I'd have let him in on the ground floor. 

" When he went off to bed, he was still roar- 
ing and cussing. I couldn't sleep for thinking 
how Fd been let down over Marigold, and I dare 
say I put in a fair record myself for cussing, in 
the course of the night. I rose early, meaning to 
go out and walk off my troubles. But as I 
passed the door of my den I noticed that the top 

of my desk was open. I knew I had closed it be- 
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fore I went oflf to roost, so I went in to investi- 
gate. The lock was broken, and it didn't take 
me the wink of a gnat's eyebrow to discover that 
old father Hamish's last words had taken 
wings. 

^^I stood still looking at the old desk and 
thinking things out. I didn't waste much gray 
matter fixing on the thief — it wanted no Sher- 
lock Holmes for that part of the job — ^but I was 
puzzling on the best way to set about getting my 
paper back. It didn't take me very long to de- 
cide that the straightforward way was the best, 
so back I went upstairs again. 

" I walked straight to the door of the Squire's 
room, opened it and went in. It was like the 
bull-headedness of the old boy not to worry about 
locking the door behind him. He'd got what he 
wanted and he never even thought of making 
himself safe. That's the Squire all over. He 
doesn't care a damn for anything, so long as he 
gets what he wants. 

" Well, I walked straight in, and there he was 
sitting by the window in a gorgeous dressing- 
gown, busy copying out the key to the treasure. 
I didn't waste any time talking. Before he had 
quite grasped the glad news that I was on his 

trail I grabbed the papers off his dressing-table, 
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taking care to get the copy he was makiiig as 
well as the original 

^^ I thought he'd have a fit. He didn't show 
any false modesty about being caught in the 
act. !Not he ! It was just pure rage such as you 
would expect a man to show if you sneaked his 
own goods from under his nose. He sprang at 
me like a young steer, and we rolled over on the 
floor; wrapped in each other's arms. I'd stowed 
the papers away in my inside coat pocket and I 
had enough wind left in me to keep him off them. 

^^ Bight into the middle of the riot strolled 
Marigold, looking lovely with her dark hair hang- 
ing down in waves, and a pale blue embroidered 
dressing-gown wrapped round her. — Oh, I don't 
miss much that's going, Seaton. You can bet on 
that! 

" * Father ! Mr. Morgan ! ' she said, looking in 
astonishment at us two wriggling on the floor. 

" We got on our feet as quick as we could and, 
judging by the Squire, we looked about as 
guilty as a couple of little boys caught stealing 
apples. 

"*What is the meaning of this exhibition?' 

asked Marigold, looking from one of us to the 

other. 

^< I stammered out something about how I was 
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showing lier old man some exercises for the good 
of his liver, but it didn't sound convincing even 
to myself. Marigold wasn't easily deceived. 

"*I want the truth!' she demanded mighty 
sharp. 

" * The truth is/ bellowed the Squire, who was 
getting his wind back, ^ the truth is that this man 
we have treated as a friend and a relation is a 
rogue and a thief. Get your things packed. 
We leave his house at once ! ' . 

"Pretty good, that, from the man who had 
broken into my desk in the small hours of the 
night, and who was trying to do me out of a for- 
tune ! However, I said nothing. It couldn't do 
any good, and the girl was his daughter. 

" They left that morning. It was only chance 

that put us both aboard the same boat coming 

over. You know what happened there! The 

Squire, being the determined old boy he is, was 

certain to have another try for my papers, but 

he hadn't an earthly chance. They were under 

my pillow every night. Things were getting 

warm when I found we were booked to share a 

cabin. If you hadn't have happened along and 

done me a real favor, I don't know how things 

would have panned out.'' 

" I take it, then, that having the key, you set 
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out at oixce to recover the treasure before Tanish 
had time to search further? " I asked. 

" That^s about it,'* agreed Morgan. 

" Then why have you kept away from here so 
long? *' I asked with some surprise. 

^^ Look at that, and you will see what has de- 
layed me," and with that he placed before me the 
strangest document I have ever seen. 
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CHAPTER XV 

npHAT/' declared Morgan^ beaming at me 
^ throagh Ms spectacles, " is the key to the 
Hopeton treasure ! '^ 

I looked long and carefully at the single sheet 
of pai)er that he placed before me. It was yellow 
and worn with age and the ink upon it was faded 
and brown. Here was no straightforward paper 
of directions. It was either a hoax or a cipher — 
and a cipher which would not be solved by any of 
the known rules, for in place of the letters or 
numbers that are usually found in such things 
there was a series of rude diagrams sprawling 
over the paper. 

Underneath these queer hieroglyphics the fol- 
lowing words were written : 

" Hamish Tanish bequeaths the Hopeton treas- 
ure to him amongst his descendants who has 
the wit to seek it out. Follow the little pic- 
tures.^' 

I gazed intently at the paper for some time, 
but as I could make neither head nor tail of it, I 
looked up inquiringly to find Morgan's eyes rest- 
ing upon me with a quizzical expression. 
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"Well, what do you make of it?" lie asked, 
with a smile. 

"Nothing!" I replied. "I suppose it is a 
cipher?" 

" I suppose it is," agreed Morgan. 
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" Then you don^t understand it yourself? " I 
asked in surprise. 

He shook his head. 

"I've followed the little pictures until Vm 
tired," he said. " I could draw you a faithful 
copy of the whole thing without once looking at 
it, but as to what it means — I^m flummoxed." 

" I suppose there is no chance of it being a 
hoax? " I suggested. 

" It's genuine enough. It was attached to the 
end of father Hamish's story, and I pointed out 
to you in his manuscript a reference to this. 
Here it is. * The treasure which I have put in 
a place of security to be hereinafter set forth.' 
This cipher is the * hereinafter set forth,' but it 
beats me." 

"You said that this would explain why you 
have been so long in coming north. How is 
that? " I asked. 

" Well, you see, after I'd given up hope of solv- 
ing the thing myself, I decided to put it into the 
hands of an expert. I've tried 'em all — all that 
1 could find, at least. Handwriting experts, 
puzzle-solvers, private detectives — ^not one of 'em 
could fake up a decent solution." 

" Well, you have at least succeeded in spread- 
ing the story of the Hopeton treasure among the 
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very class of people who would have a nose for 
that sort of thing," I remarked dryly. 

^^ Fm not such a mutt as that, Seaton," replied 
Morgan. "They never saw the original with 
Hamish's remarks about the treasure under- 
neath. I drew up copies, showing the pictures 
by themselves, and let them butt against 
that." 

" Even then," I argued, " if one of these chaps 
did solve the thing, what was to prevent him from 
keeping the solution to himself, and hunting out 
the treasure at his ease? " 

" That sounds a deal more plausible than it is," 
replied Morgan. " Suppose we knew what was 
in this cipher, I don^t suppose we'd find a full list 
of directions, so that we could walk straight 
along and realize the money. We'd more likely 
get some hints or landmarks or such like, which 
we would have to use along with the data in 
Hamish's story. If one of these guys had solved 
the thing, the chances are it would mean nothing 
to him." 

" Perhaps you are right," I said. " Still, it 
was fairly dangerous. Have you given up aU 
hope of finding the treasure, then? " 

" I should say not ! That brings us back to 

where we started. Are you still determined that 
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you won't lend a hand to help me with Mari- 
gold? " 

" My position is diflcult," I said thoughtfully. 
^^A great deal depends upon what you want me 
to do." 

" If only I could convince you that I am on the 
straight, Seaton, we'd get on a darned sight 
faster. I treated the Squire straight all through. 
I've told you my story as straight as a die, and 
I'll prove to you now that I'm going to play 
straight with Marigold and her respected dad 
right to the finish. Look here — ^here's a couple 
of copies of the cipher." He drew them from his 
pocket as he spoke. 

" I want you to take one of them to Marigold, 
and tell her all you know about it. She may 
show it to her father or not, as she chooses. Tell 
her that I would like to meet her and talk to her 
about it, but that if she'd rather not see me 111 
keep out of her way — ^f or the present. That's all 
I ask of you, Seaton. 

" This other copy I mean to give to my other 
cousin at Blackdikes, where I'm going to stay 
for a bit " 

" Ooing to stay at Blackdikes ! " I exclaimed, 

quite taken aback by this latest development. 

"Why not?" asked Morgan. He looked at 
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me in innocent surprise. " I've been out to see 
Roy Tanish and his wife. They treated me real 
kind and asked me to come and stop at the farm. 
I'm going out there to-night ! " 

Here was a complication! I wondered how 
much Morgan knew of the relations between 
Blackdikes and Hopeton. I made a sudden reso- 
lution. Morgan had told me the whole of his 
story, I believed truly. I would tell him what 
I knew. It could do no harm that I could see. 

" Look here, Morgan," I said. " What do you 
know of Roy and his wife? " 

" Nothing,'' he answered. " I got here yester- 
day, and inquired into things. The landlord told 
me that the Squire's son lived at Blackdikes, and 
as he was the only one of the family with whom I 
hadn't had a row, I thought I'd better call. They 
received me most politely when I told them who 
I was.'' 

" Did you speak of the treasure? " I asked. 

"Not a word," answered Morgan. "It was 
the lady who invited me to bring my trunk and 
nail it to the floor — a handsome woman, but not 
my style. Too gloomy and tomb-li^e for my 
taste." 

" I'm going to tell you all I know of Roy and 

his wife, Morgan," I said. "I think you are 
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walking into trouble by going there. If you 
don't find trouble for yourself, you are going to 
make it for others." 

With that I told him the story of the feud be- 
tween Boy and his father, and the cause of it all. 
Morgan listened intently whUe I spoke, his eyes 
looking round and innocent through his glasses. 
I told him of the Flemish document and how 
•Eoy's wife had stolen it in the absence of the 
Laird. I told him, also, that I believed, from 
what I had seen myself, that Eoy knew nothing 
about this, and, as far as I could discover, had 
no knowledge of the treasure whatever. The 
fact that I had found the paper in his wife's 
possession, and that he was quite ignorant of its 
significance, seemed to show that she was play- 
ing a lone hand. 

"A bit of a dark horse, is Mrs. Eoy," said Mor- 
gan, Bs I concluded. "Well, Seaton, we've 
cleared the air a bit with our stories, and I don't 
think you'd have told me yours if you hadn't 
begun to trust me a bit more. What am I to do 
now? If I go to Blackdikes, the Squire will take 
it that I'm in league against him, and I want to 
conciliate the old scoundrel for the sake of Mari- 
gold." 

As I was about to reply, I heard a voice in 
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which I could not be mistaken. Sure enough. 
The door opened a moment afterwards and Betty 
Forbes walked into the room, bringing with her 
an atmosphere of color and beauty. Her rich 
hair flamed as it caught the evening sunlight. 
There was a flush of brightened color in her f ace, 
and from her brown eyes there sparkled a new 
excitement. 

" Still here, Bob," she exclaimed as she entered. 
" I thought I might catch you. — Please excuse 
this intrusion, Mr. Morgan. It is important that 
I should speak to Doctor Seaton as quickly as 
possible." 

" That's all right, young lady," said Morgan, 
beaming upon Betty so amiably that one could 
almost imagine that his spectacles were radiating 
light. " ril leave you to have it out with him," 
and he made as if to go out of the room. 

"Just a moment, Morgan," I said, putting 
my hand upon his shoulder. "Has what you 
have to say got anything to do with the Tanishes, 
Betty? " 

" Yes, it's about the Laird— and Marie ! " re- 
plied Betty. 

" Then I don't think Mr. Morgan need go. He 
had better hear all there is to hear on that sub- 
ject." 
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"Alia!" exclaimed Betty. "I see you have 
come round to my view of Mr. Morgan." 

" I hope your view was a favorable one, Miss 
Forbes," said Morgan earnestly. 

" I only said that you look honest," answered 
Betty. "But I don't claim to be a judge of 
character." 

Her eyes twinkled merrily as she paid him this 
rather dubious compliment. Morgan bowed 
deeply as though overcome by her good opinion. 

" Now my news," Betty went on. " You know, 
before you left. Bob, I said that Fd call upon 
Marie Tanish again at Blackdikes. A few min- 
utes later the dad came in and as the pony had 
done very little work to-day, I thought I might 
just as well go at once. I left the trap at the 
end of the farm road and walked up to the house. 
As I got no answer to my knock I wandered 
round to the garden at the back, thinking that 
probably Marie was out amongst the flowers. 

" Of course I know — everybody in the district 
knows — ^the kind of terms that Eoy and his father 
are on, so I was naturally astonished to hear the 
voice of the Monster of the Glen in the garden — 
and not raised in wrath either ! " 

"The Laird at Blackdikes!" I exclaimed. 

" There's going to be trouble ! " 
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" That is what I am afraid of — if Eoy comes 
home/' agreed Betty. "You know that I dis- 
like meeting the Laird. When I heard that he 
was there, I stopped for a moment to think what 
I should do. I had no intention of eavesdrop- 
pingy but I overheard a few words which showed 
me that the Monster and Marie are quite friendly 
again. What I heard was something like 
this: 

" *And you swear that Roy knows nothing of 
this? * That was the voice of the Monster. 

"*I have told him nothing. He has never 
seen the paper/ Marie answered. I can't imi- 
tate her broken English properly. 

" * That's a bargain, then,' said the Laird. 

" ^ I shall keep it,' replied Marie. * But you 
must keep away from here. If Roy saw you ' 

" That is all I heard. I thought it was best to 
clear oflP and tell you, because if Roy should 
find his father at Blackdikes, goodness knows 
what might happen. Marigold has told me all 
that happened after her return with her father 
from America, and I know the tempers of both 
men. You have a lot of influence with the Laird, 
Bob, so I thought it best to see you at once." 

" Hang it all, Betty," I protested, « Tm only 

Duncan's tutor and nurse. I can't go off to 
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Blackdikes and insist on taking the Laird home 
and putting him to bed." 

" I don't think there is anything to be done," 
declared Morgan. ^^ From what Miss Forbes has 
told us, I should say the Squire was just about at 
the end of his interview with Mrs. Roy. They 
had made some bargain. Probably he left soon 
after." 

" I dare say you are right," I agreed, the more 
willingly as I did not want to be mixed up in the 
affair. 

" Then you think I have been agitating myself 
about nothing?" said Betty in a disappointed 
tone. 

" On the contrary, it's likely that it will prove 
a pretty serious business," replied Morgan. 
" The Squire and Marie are in league for the dis- 
covery of the treasure, and Roy is being kept in 
the dark. If ever he finds out anything, blood 
will flow — at least it would in the States ! " 

"What do you mean by the treasure?" de- 
manded Betty. 

" Seaton will tell you all about it^ Miss Forbes. 
I must get away." Then, turning to me, he con- 
tinued, " This latest news has decided me. I am 
going to stay at Blackdikes. I want to see 

more of Boy's wife. But I shall say nothing of 
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the cipher. As I told you, I meant that Roy 
should have a copy, but for the present I shall 
keep it dark. Tell Marigold as much of my story 
as you think fit. Give her this copy of the cipher, 
aijid see if she can make anything of it. She 
may show it to her father if she likes. See if 
ydu can solve the thing yourself. Miss Forbes 
here will lend you a hand, and she is a cute one. 
We're all in the running now, and if any one of us 
can make good, we'll share the profits." 

I took the copy of the cipher, folded it, and put 
it in my pocket, and as I did so I thought how 
Morgan had managed to have his own way 
again. I had begun this interview with him de- 
termined that he should have no help from me in 
his schemes, and now I found myself willingly 
taking his instructions. 

"By the way," he resumed, "we must make 
some arrangement to meet. I can't come to 
Hopeton at present, and you don't want to be 
seen at Blackdikes." 

" But you can both come to Kilbrennan, and 
either meet at our house or leave messages for 
each other with me," said Betty. 

" The very thing," agreed Morgan, and at that 
we left it. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

T BETTTKNED to Hopeton accompanied a good 
■*• part of the way by Betty, who was eager to 
hear Morgan's story. I told it to her as we 
walked, and we made our first effort to solve the 
mystery of the cipher, while we rested upon the 
dike of the old Boman Boad. 

It was a lovely evening in June, but we were 
too deep in our puzzle to take notice at the time 
of the wonderful panorama spread beneath us. 
For my own part, I must admit that though the 
scenery had no charm for me, I was not so 
wrapped up in the solution of the cipher but that 
I was conscious of the charm of my companion. 
The soft strands of her glorious hair swept my 
cheek as we bent together over the paper, and my 
fingers touched hers, more or less accidentally, 
as we drew one another^s attention to the 
peculiarities of the " little pictures." It is small 
wonder that I did not concentrate the whole of 
my attention upon the problem before us. 

" I have never seen a real cipher before,'^ said 

Betty gleef ully^ " I don't suppose we shall solve 
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it straight away if all Mr. Morgan's experts have 
failed. Still, let's have a try." 

It was easy to say " have a try," but looking at 
the document did not seem to help us much. 

" I know what the first little picture is," con- 
tinued Betty hopefully. " That is the Hopeton 
Crest." 

" I expect even Morgan has guessed that, as 
he wears it in a ring on his finger," I replied. 
^^ It is repeated at the bottom, so I expect it means 
no more than that Hamish set his seal to the 
paper." 

" You're not very encouraging, you know," re- 
marked Betty, turning her brown eyes on me 
comically. " I have a good mind to let you solve 
the cipher for yourself." 

"Don't do that," I begged earnestly, placing 
my hand over hers upon the paper. " I'm sure 
we shall get on better together than apart." 

But Betty only laughed and carelessly took 
her hand away from mine. 

"Don't be siUy, Bob," she said, and turned 
again to the paper. 

I sighed, and strove to give the little pictures 
my full attention, but I knew that it was im- 
possible while Betty was by. 

" What I should like to know is if these things 
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mean the things they look like, or if they are only 
symbols for something else/' my companion went 
on, merrily. 

" If you were anybody but the most gorgeous 
and delectable young woman on earth, I should 
be compelled to tell you that you are talking 
rot," I replied lazily. 

"Without admitting your adjectives, which 
are absurd, I insist that I am not talking rot. 
This is what I mean. Here is a thing like an 
anchor. Does it really mean an anchor, or is it 
only a symbol? It might be a symbol for the 
sea, or a ship, or even for hope. Do you under- 
stand me now, fat-head? " 

" I see what you are driving at, but I have no 
ideas on the subject at all." 

In truth, my eyes were more on Betty than 
on the paper. The solution of cryptograms had 
lost all charm for me at the moment. To watch 
Betty knit her fair brows and purse her pretty 
lips interested me to the exclusion of all thought 
of such a mundane affair as the treasure. 

" If only we had some idea of the system on 
which the thing was made ! " exclaimed Betty. 

I chuckled contentedly. 

"What does it matter to us?'' I said. *'Let 

the Tanishes worry it out among themselves. It 
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is they who will profit by it, if ever the treasure 
is found. We don't stand to gain a sou ! " 

" Who ever hunted treasure for the sake of the 
mere filthy lucre?" demanded Betty in mock 
anger. " I am as keen as if it were all to be mine. 
I must have a copy of the little pictures. Mr. 
Morgan won't mind. Let's make it now. It 
need only be very rough." 

So I pulled out an old envelope and made a 
sketch of the diagrams on the back of it for her. 

" By the way," I said, as I handed it to her, 
^^ why is Morgan so open and talkative about all 
this? It is the sort of thing that one keeps to 
oneself." 

^^ That is easily explained. Mr. Morgan is a 
good judge of character. He knows perfectly 
well that his secret is safe with us. Neither of 
us is in the least likely to let it go any further. 
As for wanting to give each of the Tanishes a 
copy of this — ^that is only his sporting instinct 
Your Mr. Morgan is a real good sport ! " 

"Perhaps you are right, Betty," I agreed. 
" The same reason, namely, that it is not likely 
to go any further, impels me to tell you some- 
thing that I have kept to myself so far." 

" Go ahead," said Betty. " I shan't give you 

laway." 
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"It is something that I can't understand. 
When I told you how I had found Roy^s wife 
wounded in the wood, I did not mention the fact 
that at the time corresponding to the shot I heard 
in the darkness, the Laird was out with a shot- 
gun. I found that out from Marigold. When 
he came in he was very irritable, as you know, 
because it was then that he turned your father 
out of the house." 

"And you think it was the Laird who shot 
Marie?" asked Betty, her eyes wide with sur- 
prise. 

" I must admit that until to-day I have sus- 
pected him of it. But now that you have dis- 
covered that these two are quite friendly, my 
theory seems incredible, and if so, who shot Roy's 
wife in the wood? " 

"It might have been an accident. Some 
poacher " 

" Too early in the evening for a poacher, I am 

afraid. To me there seem only to be two likely 

persons. Until now I have suspected the Laird, 

but after what you have found out to-night, does 

it not seem probable that the Laird and Marie 

met in the wood by appointment, and that Roy, 

discovering this, fired the shot in a moment of 

wild rage. He may even have intended to hit 

167 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

his father. That would account for the state of 
mind he was in when I found him." 

" It's all theory, Bob," said Betty, shaking her 
head. "You haven't really got evidence on 
which to suspect either of them. I should hate 
to think that either Boy or his father had taken 
to manslaughter. I have known them both aU 
my life, and with Boy I have always been 
friendly." 

I said no more at the time, but the problem 
worried me. Some one had shot Marie Tanish, 
and it seemed to me that one or other of these two 
men must be guilty. 

Betty and I continued to talk things over for 
some time, and before we parted it was arranged 
that I should come into Kilbrennan as often as 
it was possible for me to get away, in order that 
there should be no delay if Morgan left a message 
for me. 

As I walked the rest of the way back to Hope- 
ton alone, I pondered on all I had heard and 
speculated on what was likely to happen. 

I had to see Marigold alone and give her the 

copy of the little pictures. How much should I 

tell her? The more I thought of it, the more 

convinced I became that my best plan was to tell 

her as much as possible of Morgan. She might 
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then see him in a better light. I felt interested 
in his love for her and so much had the man's 
quiet strength of purpose impressed me that I 
was sure in my heart that what he wanted he 
would get in the end. 

Of one thing I was certain. Marigold would 
not keep the cipher to herself. Morgan had left 
her free to show it to the Laird and there could 
be no doubt that she would do so. How he would 
act it was impossible to guess. If he had really 
a secret understanding with Eoy^s wife, would be 
take her into his confidence and share this latest 
knowledge with her? 

Laird Tanish was a man of such primitive 
passions and desires that one could not count 
upon his acting according to any conventional 
principles. I felt that if he imagined that he had 
the key to the treasure in his hand, he was quite 
capable of ignoring any arrangement he had come 
to with Roy's wife. 

And she? This Belgian woman of the pale 

face and dark hair was to me a mysterious figure. 

For myself, I had seen her only in a moment of 

stress, but all I had heard, and all I had deduced, 

made me think of her as one whom it would be 

unwise to trust far. She had, apparently, played 

a double game with Boy and his father. She had 

169 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES 1 

surreptitiously married the son in the father's 
absence. She had stolen from the Laird the only 
paper he possessed bearing upon the treasure, 
but she had not disclosed her theft to her hus- 
band. Now it seemed almost as if she were in 
league with the Laird against Boy. 

Did she realize that the key of the mystery was 
in the hands of Morgan? Probably it was she 
who had originated his invitation to Blackdikes 
with a view to finding out what he knew. 

Where did Boy stand in all this muddle and 
intrigue? He seemed to be the only one who 
knew nothing of the Hopeton treasure. Things 
were stirring around him of which he had not an 
inkling. But as I pondered over the ins and outs 
of the affair, it seemed to me that here was a 
sleeping volcano which when roused, it might be 
impossible to control. 

Betty had told me something of his character. 
He was honest and open, if hot-headed. How 
would he act if he found that his wife had a 
secret understanding with his father — ^if he dis- 
covered that she was no better than a common 
thief — ^if it turned out that the Laird was re- 
sponsible for the wound in Marie's breast? 

There was fear in my heart as I thought of 

these possibilities. 
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As I neared Hopeton I cast my speculations 
behind ma After all, it was none of my busi- 
ness. I was only the tutor of a child who, at 
least, was clear of all these complications. I 
had a message to deliver to Marigold, and once 
that was off my mind, I had no further respon- 
sibility. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

T^HE first thing I did upon my return to 
•*- Hopeton was to retire to my room and 
execute a careful copy of the little pictures for 
my own use. Problems, particularly chess prob- 
lems, had always intrigued me, and I was de- 
termined to test my ingenuity on this cipher. 
In making a copy for myself I was doing nothing 
underhand, for Morgan had intrusted me with 
his secret without reservation. Should I succeed 
in solving the problem I would immediately hand 
over the solution to him. I had no personal 
claim upon the treasure — ^if it existed. 

The next thing was to make an opportunity to 
see Marigold privately. I knew that as soon as 
supper was over I should have to sit down to 
chess with the Laird, so there was nothing to do 
but to leave my interview with Marigold until 
next morning. 

At supper I was>relieved to find the Laird 

quite himself. It proved that he and Boy had 

not met. He was in one of his most genial 

humors, when one would have taken him for a 
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type of the best of country gentry. After supper 
he sat down to the chess table, nothing dismayed 
by his many defeats, and as keen as ever upon 
the well-nigh hopeless task of beating me. 

Chess is a game which requires an almost com- 
plete mental concentration, and I soon noticed 
that the Laird's mind was not as devoted to the 

• 

pieces on the board as usual. Though keen to 
win, his thoughts would wander off to another 
subject, so that he made blunders quite below his 
usual form. I could have cornered him early in 
the game, but it was not policy to beat him too 
early. I did not want him to lose his interest 
in chess, as it gave me a hold upon him which I 
could not otherwise hope to attain. 

Little as he guessed it, I had a pretty fair idea 
of the subject of his thoughts. I would have 
given much to have known more of them. That 
his compact with his daughter-in-law was in his 
mind there could be no doubt, but the compact 
itself was beyond my knowledge, though not out 
of reach of my curiosity. 

"Ah! Tchk, tchk! Stupid!'' he exclaimed 

at last. " You've got me again, Seaton ! I didn't 

see the object of that king's knight there. But 

it was a fine game, a fine game. Why, it's past 

eleven! Time for bed, I suppose." 
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I yawned, wished Mm good night, and taking 
my candle from the hall table, went off to my 
room. I did not go to bed at onc^ however. 
My mind was too full of the little pictures. I 
had them out again, and by the dim light of my 
candle I pored over their obscurities. 

I had not much success. In addition to the 
Hopeton Crest at the top and bottom, I made out 
what I took to be an anchor, but I could attach 
little meaning to that. The three rows of zig- 
zag lines near the top of the paper reminded me 
of the representations of the sea, as it is shown 
in old woodcuts. Thus I had two symbols sug- 
gesting the sea. Framed in a square of stars ap- 
peared what might be a pile of rocks. 

I determined that next day I would carry my 
copy to the shore, and seek inspiration there. 

I suppose I must have spent quite half an hour 
over the puzzle, when I became aware of move- 
ments in the hall below. 

"The Laird must have sat late,^^ I thought, 
and pictured him hovering over the chess-board, 
playing over the game he had lost, minus the mis- 
takes he had made. I knew every one else had 
gone to bed long before he and I had finished our 
game, for ten o'clock was considered a late hour 

at Hopeton. 
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I listened, expecting each moment to hear his 
footsteps pass my door as he went to his room, 
but instead of that I heard certain muffled sounds 
from the hall, ending in the creaking of the big 
house door. Then a click, as if the door had 
been quickly closed. 

I blew out my candle and listened. Had some 
one gone out, or had some one been let in? That 
point was soon settled. The sounds in the hall 
ceased, and I heard the faint crunching of the 
loose gravel in the carriage drive. I stepped to 
my window and pulling the curtain aside, peered 
out. There was no moon, but it was a clear, 
starry night, and it was easy to distinguish a 
dark object, which must be a human figure, mov- 
ing down the drive. I could not see clearly 
enough to make out who it was, but there could 
be little doubt that it was the Laird himself. 

Where could he be going? What could be his 
purpose? Perhaps, strictly speaking, it was 
none of my business, but I could not let it go at 
that. I knew that his sole interest, outside of 
chess, was the mystery of the treasure, and that 
this midnight expedition must be in some way 
connected with it. I could do no harm by fol- 
lowing him, and I felt that I might learn some- 
thing that would be of value to Marigold. 
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My decision was soon taken. I slipped on a 
dark overcoat and a cap, and ran silently down- 
stairs, carrying my boots in my hand. I man- 
aged to open the door more quietly than my 
predecessor had done, and having paused to pull 
on my boots, I crossed the gravel as quickly as 
possible, and started off running down the grass 
margin of the drive. 

Soon I heard footsteps ahead, and slackened 
my pace. Occasionally when a break occurred 
in the thick avenue of trees, I could see a dim 
dark figure ahead of me in the gloom, but mostly 
I had to be guided by the footsteps upon the 
gravel. 

Out upon the highroad beyond, there was more 
light, but this was rather a disadvantage than 
otherwise, for it made it more difficult for me to 
follow unobserved. I kept well in under the 
dark shadow of the ledge, however, and though 
I stumbled occasionally upon the uneven ground, 
I managed to keep within sight or sound of my 
quarry. 

We did not follow the main road far. About 
a third of a mile down the road the sound of foot- 
steps ceased, and, peering ahead, I could see no 
sign of the dark shadowy figure upon the road. 

For the moment I thought I had lost him, and 
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then I realized that just ahead lay the spot where 
the path branched off towards the f ox-oover, — ^the 
very path that I always chose for my excursions 
into Kilbrennan. 

I hurried forward, forgetting my discretion in 
my anxiety to recover the scent. There was a 
low stile separating the main road from the by- 
path, and I had crossed it and was peering 
eagerly ahead, when some large black object 
flashed through the sky immediately above me. 
I was conscious of a terrific crash upon my head, 
and I fell stunned across the path. 

I was not knocked entirely senseless but was 
dazed and stupefied by the blow, and badly shaken 
by the shock of my fall. I saw dimly a dark 
form looming over me, and guessed from the pose 
that he was preparing to launch another blow at 
my head. I could see his raised arms against 
the blue-black luminous sky, and some huge 
weapon hovering over me. 

"Hold !'' I shouted hoarsely, just in time to pre- 
vent a repetition of the blow that had felled me. 

" Who are you then, and what right have you 
to track me like a thief? '' 

It was the voice of the Laird. The weapon 

was lowered, and a moment later an electric torch 

was flashed in my face. 
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^^ Beaton! Ood, I thought it was my son. 
Boy!'' 

I was still so dazed with the blow that I made 
no attempt to reply or to rise to my feet 

"What the devil do you mean by following 
me? Can't I take a quiet stroll before going to 
bed without being watched like a lunatic? 
What right have you to interest yourself in my 
affairs? I would have you remember that you 
are nothing but a paid servant here — ^paid to do 
what you are told — ^not to dog your master's 
steps or listen at keyholes like a slattern, slander- 
ing scullery-maid ! '' 

When the Laird grew angry he generally be- 
came rather loose in his expressions. Even in 
my dazed condition I realized that I must not sit 
quiet under his denunciations, or I would forever 
lose what influence I had gained over him. I 
staggered to my feet with some difficulty, my 
head pulsating with pain. 

" You have no right to talk to me like that/' I 

exclaimed in a tone that matched his. "What 

you mean by this unprovoked assault on me, I 

have no idea, but if you were a younger man 

I should not stop to argue with you about 

it." 

"Unprovoked assault!" he repeated. "Un- 
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provoked! When I am dogged from my own 
house as if I were a burglar or worse ! ^' 

"And how should I know who it was who 
slipped out at midnight and made off into the 
darkness?" I demanded. "Is it not natural 
enough, if I have the interests of the family at 
hearty that I should follow such a mysterious 
character? " 

He seemed somewhat taken aback at this view 
of the case, and by the fact that I adopted his own 
bullying manner, but he would not climb down 
all at once. ' 

" No man has a right to follow me in such an 
underhand way," he repeated, but with less 
emphasis and conviction. 

" If your own behavior were less open to sus- 
picion," I replied, " an incident of this kind could 
not occur. Would an innocent person lie in wait 
behind a hedge and fell a man on suspicion of 
following him? Surely only a guilty con- 
science ^^ 

" No, no, Seaton ! You assume too much," the 
Laird interrupted, obviously taken aback by my 
accusations. " There's nothing suspicious about 
a man taking a breath of fresh air before he goes 
to bed. , As to— to this — ^accident, you must ad- 
mit that nobody likes to feel that he's being 
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shadowed. Fortunately there's no great harm 
done, so we can more or less cry quits.*' 

No great harm done! The Laird did not 
own my aching head, or he might not have been 
so off-hand. I pointed this out somewhat for- 
cibly and actually wrung a kind of apology from 
him. 

" We've both made mistakes," he said. " You 
followed me thinking I was a burglar or some- 
thing of the sort, and I took you for — for — ^well, 
let us say it was a case of mistaken identity on 
both sides." 

I remembered his words, " God, I thought it 
was my son, Eoy ! " and wondered what would 
have been the upshot if it had indeed been Boy 
who had fallen beneath his blow. 

There was nothing to be gained by prolonging 
the interview. I could not hope to discover any- 
thing further. As a matter of form I asked the 
Laird if he was returning to the house. 

" I think I'll continue my stroll," he answered. 
" Don't let me keep you from your bed, though. 
And accept my thanks for your interest in the 
family welfare. It has had a poor return to- 
night, but at least you did what you thought 
right. I'm sorry about your head. Gk)od night.'* 

"Good night," I echoed, and turning on mj\ 
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heel I started back towards Hopeton. I looked 
back once, and saw the dark indistinct figure of 
the Laird standing where I had left him. Evi- 
dently he meant to make sure that he was alone 
before he resumed his evening stroll. 

I felt not only physically but mentally uncom- 
fortable. My head throbbed as if the top had 
been lifted off it, but what hurt me more was the 
feeling that the Laird had thoroughly got the 
better of me. I had walked into a trap like a 
bom bungler. My only comfort was that I had 
convinced him that I had done it innocently, — 
that I was more fool than knave. 

As I walked back in this ignominious fashion 
my head began to clear, though it was still pain- 
ful. There was one point that had intrigued me 
ever since the Laird^s attack, and suddenly I 
solved the puzzle. 

What was the strange weapon with which he 

had struck me down? Now that my senses were 

clear again^ I could see it silhouetted against the 

deep blue-black sky, as surely as though it had 

been daylight. It was a ^ade ! The flat of it 

had struck me down, but I firmly believed that 

that was due to luck, and not to any forbearance 

on the part of my assailant. 

Spades, however, are not common objects of 
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the countryBidey nor do elderly gentlemen arm 
themselves with such weapons as a measure of 
self -protection. Where, then, could the Laird 
be going, close upon midnight, carrying such a 
tool with him? The obvious answer to that ques- 
tion was — ^treasure-seeking ! 

Yet it seemed absurd ! The Laird could have 
no definite idea as to the location of the treasure. 
That could only be obtained from Hamish's 
cipher. Surely he would not go out digging 
indiscriminately about the countryside, more 
especially on a dark moonless night ! 

The only other clue that I had was the direc- 
tion in which he had gone, and even that was very 
indefinite. He had turned off from the main 
road towards the fox-cover, which would suggest 
that he was making for Kilbrennan, or Black- 
dikes. But assuming that he had become aware 
of my presence early in my pursuit, he would 
naturally have turned into the by-path in order to 
lie in wait for me. Altogether then, I was quite 
at a loss to account for my employer's midnight 
expedition and I returned to Hopeton feeling 
very far from satisfied with myself. 

Evidently I was a failure as a sleuth. I had 

acquired a cracked crown. I had put myself 

in a false position with the Laird and risked los- 
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ing my influence over Mm — ^and I had learned 
nothing. 

Fortunately I had at least had forethought 
enough to leave the door unlatched when I went 
out, so I was able to return to my room unheard. 
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FOE the first time since my arrival in the 
north, the Laird did not put in an appear- 
ance at breakfast. 

"Father is not feeling well this morning/' 
Marigold explained, as she took her place at the 
foot of the table. " He complains of a touch of 
rheumatism." 

I expressed regret, and congratulated myself 
upon the opportunity afforded me of speaking to 
Marigold alone. Duncan had his meals with the 
housekeeper, Mrs. Cunningham, so we were quite 
by ourselves. 

"I have a message for you. Miss Tanish," I 
began. 

Marigold looked up with a show of interest, 
and just a touch of a quizzical smile. 

" Indeed ! From Betty? '' 

" No, from another friend of yours. But what 
made you think it must be Betty? '^ 

Marigold laughed lightly. 

" I guessed the person whom you were most 

likely to have seen lately.'^ 
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I thought it best to leave this topic and get 
back on the main line. 

^^ No, it was not Bettj. I met Jabez Morgan 
yesterday ! " 

A deep flush flooded Marigold's face, and she 
looked down quickly as if to hide the expression 
in her eyes. Then the blood flowed back, and 
left her paler than before. 

" Jabez Morgan here ! '^ she exclaimed. *^ Does 
my father know? '' 

" No. Morgan leaves it entirely to your dis- 
cretion as to his being told. WiU you hear the 
message? " 

Marigold was silent for a little while. I would 
have given much to know what was passing 
through her mind. At last she looked up and 
met my eyes. 

"I think I can trust you, Doctor* Seaton,to have 
brought me no message that will not interest me.^ 

" Good ! '^ I answered. " In the first place I 
am commissioned to give you this.'' 

I placed the copy of the cipher before her, and 
watched her expression as she examined it. 

"What is it? A joke?" she asked, after a 
puzzled look at the paper. 

" No joke, but the key to the treasure that your 

father has been searching for so long." 
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" Wliat do you know of it? " demanded Mari- 
gold, quite taken aback. 

" Morgan has told me the whole story/' I re- 
plied. " I understand now the meaning of your 
journey to America. He has been very open 
with me, even to the extent of showing me this 
key to the treasure. He wishes you to under- 
stand that he has no idea of the meaning of this, 
and that you have the same chance of solving it 
as he has himself. He has given the paper to 
you, but you are quite at liberty to pass it on to 
Laird Tanish if you wish.^' 

"And for all these favors — ^what does he ask 
in return?'' Marigold's tone was suspicious. 
Evidently she did not trust Morgan. 

" Nothing," I replied. " He asked me to say 
that it would be a great pleasure to him if you 
would meet him and talk the matter over with 
him, but he has given you this copy of the cipher 
freely and without conditions.'' 

" I have no wish to meet Mr. Morgan," said 
Marigold coldly. 

" Very well," I answered promptly. " I shall 
let him know." 

" One moment — ^where is he? " she asked hesi- 

tatingly. 

** I am not permitted to tell you where ke is ' 
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staying, but he is in the neighborhood, and I can 
carry a message to him. He will then meet you 
at any spot you care to appoint." 

" I have said that I have no wish to meet him," 
she insisted. 

" I know," I agreed, and awaited her neict re- 
mark. 

"What good could come from such a meet- 
ing? " she asked, as if speaking to herself. 

I merely raised my eyebrows slightly. It 
seemed to me that the best way to help Morgan's 
cause was to make Marigold advocate it herself. 

" He could teU me no more than you have done 
already." 

" No, of course not ! " I agreed. 

"Yet I believe you are wrong," she retorted 
illogically. "There are many things that are 
not clear. What does he mean by sending this to 
me rather than to my father? What does he 
propose should be done with the treasure if one 
of us finds it? The more one thinks of it the 
more necessary it seems that some one should see 
Mr. Morgan again." 

I could not resist the temptation to answer. 

" I could take a message." 

I could afford to do so now, for I was sure in 

my mind that Marigold was determined to meet 
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Morgan. Perhaps I was influenced a little by a 
desire to get revenge for Marigold's insinuation 
about Betty, earlier in our interview. 

Marigold was rather taken aback by my pro- 
posal. She hesitated before she replied* 

"Perhaps that would hardly be courteous/' 
she said at last, with heightened color. "Mr. 
Morgan has been generous, we must admit, in 
sending me this cipher. If it can be managed, 
it would be better that I should thank him my- 
self." 

" It can easily be arranged," I replied. " You 
have only to mention time and place, and Morgan 
will be there." 

" I think I had better see him before I speak 
to father of this. In that case, it would be well 
that my father should not accidentally find us 
together. He would misunderstand." 

" I quite agree with you, Miss Tanish. How 
would the fox-cover do? It is not very far away, 
and it is secluded." 

"Very well. Make it the fox-cover. When 
could Mr. Morgan be there? " 

" I think I can have him on the spot by half 
past two this afternoon." 

I was ready with my answers, for in expecta- 
tion of Marigold agreeing to meet Morgan, I had 
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previously fixed up the appointment in my 
mind. 

"Tliank you, Doctor Seaton," she said. "I 
shall leave the arrangements to you, then." 

Notwithstanding her apparent coldness, and 
her efforts to appear uninterested, I felt sure by 
the unusual flush on her cheeks, and by the light 
in her eye, that Marigold was quite excited at the 
thought of meeting Morgan again. After all, the 
little man had succeeded in impressing his per- 
sonality upon her, notwithstanding his apparent 
insignificance. 

In the hall I met my pupil and patient, Duncan. 

" Well, boy," I asked him, " are you game for 
a tramp over the hills this morning? " 

" Yes, sir," he replied brightly. 

He and I were good friends. I had thor- 
oughly gained his confidence, and the look of fear 
had vanished from his eyes. He was beginning 
to look strong and healthy from the open-air life 
I led him. Although his father made no remark 
I felt sure that he had noted the change. 

We set out by the old Roman Boad for Kil- 
brennan, for I must see Betty as early as pos- 
sible, in order that Morgan could be warned of 
the appointment I had made for him. 

By a lucky chance, whom should I find waiting 
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on the doctor's doorstep when we got to the vil- 
lage^ but Morgan himself. I sent Duncan to 
make a few small purchases for me in the local 
shops, and followed Morgan in as the maid 
opened the door. 

^^ Good morning, Seaton," said he^ as we met in 
the hall. "Any news? '' 

" Good newBy from your point of view," I re- 
plied. 

" Ha, ha ! The conspirators,*' exclaimed Betty, 
coming out of the dining room to meet us. 
" Come along inside and let me hear everything. 
I am consumed by curiosity since I was let into 
all your secrets." 

Morgan grinned cheerfully, and we sat down to 
discuss developments. 

" First of all — ^your news, Seaton," Morgan 
demanded, eagerly. 

« 

" The lady grants you an interview," I replied. 

" You are a benefactor, Seaton ! However did 
you manage it? " 

" Your true diplomat never exposes his meth- 
ods," I answered. "Be thankful that I have 
succeeded, and don't inquire the process." 

"This mystery business begins to grow on 

one," declared Betty. " Here is Bob Seaton, as 

innocent and harmless a young man as you could 
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wish to see, trying to run a side-line in secrets 
of his own.'' 

"I have another one, too,'' I admitted, "I 
had an adventure last night, or perhaps I should 
say a disaster." 

" Tell us," demanded Betty peremptorily. 

So I described to them how I had dogged the 
footsteps of the Laird, and with what result. I 
did not get much sympathy. Betty had a de- 
lightfully musical infectious laugh, and she used 
it so effectively that not only did Morgan join 
with her in laughing over my discomfiture but I 
myself was forced to share in the merriment, if 
somewhat ruefully. 

" Some diplomat — the Squire," declared Mor- 
gan. "There's nothing to beat a blow on the 
head with a blunt instrument when it comes to 
persuasion. I hope you didn't adopt his methods 
to gain me my interview with Marigold ! " 

"It's all very well to laugh," I grumbled. 
" But it hurts even now ! " 

My doleful tone increased their hilarity. 

"You will never be a Sherlock Holmes, Bob," 
declared Betty. " I don't believe even Doctor Wat- 
son would have run into such an obvious trap." 

When they had tired of bantering me over my 

failure we returned to the business of the day. 
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^^ How did you get on at Blackdikes, Mr. Mor- 
gan? " asked Betty. 

" I drove over with my traps, after you left me 
yesterday. Cousin Boy and his good lady are 
very hospitable, and I've got to remember that 
I'm their guest. In any case there is nothing to 
report except that everything goes to show that 
Boy and his wife don't hit it off. Boy is a fine 
fellow. I took to him at once, but I feel sure 
that as far as he is concerned, love's young dream 
is over. As for the lady, I doubt if it ever began. 
I don't understand Mrs. Boy. She treats me as 
an honored guest, and all that, but I should judge 
her to be a woman who cares for nothing in this 
world or the next except her own interest 

" Poor Marie," murmured Betty. " Yet I am 
afraid I must agree with you. I could never get 
on with her, and I felt towards her just what you 

describe." 

" I think she and her husband live in a state 
of armed neutrality," continued Morgan. "Of 
course they talk amiably in the presence of a 
stranger like myself, but I am sure that for some 
reason Boy has lost confidence in his wife." 

" Did you not find it difficult to get away alone 

this morning? " I asked. 

"Not a bit," replied Morgan. "As the dis- 
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tant American relative traveling for pleasurei 
they have made me free of their house. Koy has 
duties about the farm^ and his wife about the 
house. I would only agree to stay with them on 
the understanding that they made no effort to 
entertain me." 

"Have you shown Eoy the little pictures?" 
asked Betty. 

"No. So far I have said nothing. I shall 
wait until I have had a talk with Marigold. The 
state of war between Roy and the Squire compli- 
cates things. If we could only bring these two 
together and then find this treasure and share 
it equally among the interested parties, it would 
be a good job done." 

"You will never do that," declared Betty. 
" The Monster of the Glen hates Roy too much, 
and I am afraid that your treasure — ^if it is ever 
found — ^is more likely to cause trouble than put 
an end to it." 

"I hope you are wrong. Miss Forbes," said 
Morgan. ^* But from the opinion I have formed 
of you — if you will forgive the liberty — ^I^d be 
inclined to back your instincts. However, I do 
hope you are wrong.*' 

"Anyhow, the treasure is not yet found," said 

Betty. " Perhaps it would be better if it is never 
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found. Have you solved the little pictures yet, 

Bob? '' 

" I tliank you for the implied compliment," I 
answered. " Considering that Morgan has been 
worrying at the thing for months, and has em- 
ployed all sorts of experts to solve it for him, you 
can hardly expect me to work it out in one 
night." 

"Especially as your brains must have been 
rather shaken up in the course of the evening," 
said Betty maliciously. 

"You treat my adventure as a joke," I pro- 
tested. "But neither of you has suggested an 
explanation of the Laird going out at midnight 
armed with a spade." 

" You are right, Seaton," said Morgan. ** It's 
a queer start. I can't make head or tail of it." 

" I suppose he can't possibly have found the 
treasure without the little pictures? " suggested 
Betty. 

Morgan shook his head. 

" You must remember," he said, " that we don't 
even know for certain that the gold was planted 
in this district. It may be anywhere in Scot- 
land. The little pictures are the only chance." 

"And I, even if I haven't solved them, have at 
least a clue," I declared. 
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"Really, Bob?" exclaimed Betty excitedly. 
"Tell us!" 

"No," I replied. "If you like to come out 
with me this afternoon while Morgan is talking 
to Marigold, we can follow up my clue together." 

"Rather!" agreed Betty. "You a/re a won- 
derful chap, Bob ! " 

" Remember," I said cautiously, " it's a very 
little due, and it may take us on quite a false 
scent." 

"Never mind. Better that than no scent at 
all. I am all for treasure-seeking." 

Morgan and I left soon after. I found Dun- 
can waiting for me by the village cross, as he had 
done more than once before. We took Morgan 
with us by the hill road, and I pointed out the 
fox-cover, and then directed him to Blackdikes. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

DINNER was at one o'clock at Hopeton. 
The Laird put in an appearance, and 
treated me In his usual friendly manner, making 
no reference to the incident of the previous night. 
I inquired after his rheumatism, which, he told 
me, had improved, but which he meant to humor 
to the extent of lying down in the afternoon. 

This suited my plans excellently. I handed 
Duncan over to Mrs. Cunningham, and soon after 
two o^clock set out, accompanied by Marigold, 
over the path which I had already covered in the 
morning. My companion was silent. I judged 
her to be busy with her own thoughts. 

We were first at the meeting-place, but looking 
down the quarry slopes towards Blackdikes I 
could see a small figure that I recognized as 
Morgan, hurrying upwards towards us. 

" I shall leave you now, Miss Tanish,*' I said. 
" I have an appointment at Bjlbrennan.** 

Marigold seemed startled. She had evidently 

counted on my presence to soften the embarrass- 
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ment of the meeting. She put her hand on mj 
arm for a moment as if to hold me back. Then 
her pride came to her aid and she withdrew it. 

" Very well, doctor," she said. " If you should 
chance to see Betty Forbes, give her my love." 

" It is strange that you should have mentioned 
Betty," I returned unabashed. "For it is she 
whofc. I am going to meef 

I hurried off as I saw Morgan approaching, 
and made my way to Kilbrennan, where I found 
Betty impatiently awaiting me. The old doctor 
was smoking his after-dinner pipe when I was 
shown in, and he greeted me heartily. 

" An' whaur are you bairns gaun gallivantin' 
the day?" he asked, as he saw Betty put on a wide 
sun hat. 

"Treasure-hunting, dad," answered Betty 
laughingly. 

"Ay, ay, I daursay," said the old man smil- 
ing. " An' you'll no' ha'e f aur tae spier for it, 
I'm thinkin', by the looks o' the pair o' ye." 

He looked upon us with an indulgent eye, as 
he read this meaning into Betty's words. I 
glanced at her quickly and a faint flush spread 
over her face. 

" You'll be back tae tea, Seaton? *' asked the 

doctor, as he went out. 
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I thanked him and followed Betty down the 
street. 

"Now then, Bob, which way?'' she asked 
eagerly, as I joined her. 

"Down the Crosland Brae to the shore,'' I 
replied. 

As we went Betty continued to ply me with 
questions, but I refused to be drawn. In truth, 
it was easy to refuse, for I had nothing to lead 
me to the sea except the zigzag lines in the cipher 
and the drawing of the anchor. 

Below Xilbrennan the beach is fine sand and 
pleasant to walk on. Further north, towards 
Hopeton, it changes to weedy rocks, with red 
sandstone cliffs, some hundred feet high, be- 
hind. 

We followed the sea for a couple of miles until 
we reached the outlet of the Hopeton bum which 
flowed down through a gap in the cliffs. We had 
left the region of sandy beach, and were now 
amidst a wilderness of rocks, amongst which were 
still pools, in which small fish darted hither and 
thither. 

Betty had discarded her wide hat which now 

hung by its ribbons on her arm. Her mass of 

rich red hair positively glowed in the sun, and 

her fair face was fiushed with the exercise and 
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the strong sea air. I thought of her father's 
words and agreed in my mind that I, at least, 
did not need to search far for treasure. But 
having found it, dare I claim it as mine? 

"Are we getting warm yet, Bob? " she cried, 
as I paused to look about me. She was poised 
upon the top of a boulder, holding her skirts 
clasped round her, her face full of eagerness and 
expectation. For the moment my spirits flagged 
as I thought how intent she was upon the little 
pictures. It was the Hopeton treasure alone 
that was in her mind. However, it was too fine 
a day to be doleful, and Betty's company, even on 
such an impersonal quest as the treasure, was too 
merry to let me be long depressed. 

" Physically, we are, or at any rate> I am,** I 
replied. " As to the treasure, I know no more 
than you. Let's sit down somewhere and follow 
the little pictures. We must have a point of van- 
tage from where we can overlook the coast.'' 

" Let's climb to a ledge on the cliflP, then," sug- 
gested Betty. 

The cliflfs varied considerably in height and in 

steepness. In places thick patches of woodland 

covered the slopes, while the more precipitous 

portions were bare red rock. We made a survey 

and found a slope that we could climb for a dis- 
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tance of perhaps fifty feet. There we came on a 
level grassy ledge. That was just the spot for 
our purpose. 

" Now, let us look at the pictures.*' 

I produced my copy, and we bent over it to- 
gether. 

" My sole reason for bringing you here is these 
zigzag lines, and the anchor at the bottom," I 
explained. 

"And what is the interpretation thereof? '* 
asked Betty. 

" Well, you will find in old woodcuts that the 
sea is represented by just such lines as these. 
Add to that the anchor, and you may agree that it 
was worth our while coming here to see if any- 
thing further would suggest itself 

**It*s worth having come, because there was 
nothing better to be done, but it's thin, Bob, very 
thin. An anchor suggests ships, and I don't see 
how that can point to a treasure on land." 

" Still, we may be able to see something, some 
contour of the shore or of the clifEs or of the 
rocks, that will put us on a further clue. Take 
this arrangement within the frame of stai:s. It 
looks rather like rocks." 

" Yes, I thought that when I was examining it 

last night. It might be a cairn of stones," said 
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Betty. " But every hilltop in the country has a 
cairn on it, so that won't help us much/' 

"I don't agree with you there," I answered. 
** If we have satisfied ourselves that it is a cairn, 
we have learned something definite. It is up to 
us then to find wMch cairn, and no doubt the 
little pictures lead to some definite spot." 

" I can see some hill-climbing ahead of us if 
you decide on the cairn theory. But that does 
not fit in with your other picture of the sea, be- 
cause there are no cairns about here. They are 
all inland." 

" That's true," I admitted. 

" There is another thing," said Betty. " You 
are taking it that the little pictures represent ac- 
tual places, but may it not be done on other lines 
altogether? You know those puzzles where 
words are represented by pictures, such as ^I 
saw the cow,' where you draw an eye, and a saw, 
and a cow, and only print the word * the.' Don't 
you think it may be done like that? " 

I shook my head. 

"I don't think so," I said. "For one thing 

there are not enough pictures for that, and for 

another, it does not seem likely that Hamish 

would have seen anything of the sort. Again, 

remember he says * Follow the little pictures,' 
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which infers that it is the pictures themselves 
that will lead us to the treasure. I take them to 
form a kind of continuous map or plan.'^ 

" As we have come to the sea, then, let^s try to 
And anything that will fit in. We can stalk the 
cairns another day." 

We expended a vast amount of ingenuity with 
very little result. For myself, I was perfectly 
content to lie on the soft grass of the ledge and 
listen to Betty^s musical voice, or watch the 
varied expressions come and go upon her face. 
The treasure might go hang, for all me. 

Now this part of the coast, which we over- 
looked, was, as a rule, about as solitary a spot as 
one could expect to find in a civilized country. 
It was several miles from the nearest village, and 
not a farmhouse or other habitation was to be 
seen. It surprised me, then, to see figures mov- 
ing on the shore. I had been here several times, 
with Duncan or with Betty, and never yet had I 
seen the solitude disturbed. I pointed the figures 
out to Betty and we discussed them together. 

There were two, a man and a woman. They 

clambered along over the rocks as we had done 

ourselves, coming gradually nearer to us, until 

they ended by sitting down upon a rock almost 

directly beneath. 
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"Why, it's Marigold and Mr. Morgan/' ex- 
claimed Betty, 

She was right. They were seated close to- 
gether, their heads bent low over a scrap of 
paper. Like ourselves, they were following the 
little pictures. It was strange that they should 
have been led to the same spot. 

We watched them for a few minutes, and then 
Betty vented a clear " Coo-ee," and the pair 
started up like conspirators. We clambered 
down from our point of vantage and joined them 
on the rocks beneath. 

It was a diflPerent Marigold who greeted me 
from her whom I had known in the past. There 
was a light and life in her eyes, a vivacity in her 
face and pose, that were a revcflation to me. This 
was the real Marigold, from whom sorrow and 
dread had lifted their blighting fingers. 

" What do you mean by jumping our claim? " 
she cried as we approached. "You have the 
whole countryside to search, yet you must choose 
the very spot that Jabez has marked out. I be- 
lieve you have tracked us ! " 

"It is our claim really," said Betty. "We 
were here first, and Bob found the spot all out of 
his own head." 

"Struck any treasure, Beaton?" asked Mor- 
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gan, who positively beamed through his spec- 
tacles. 

" Not exactly/' I had to admit. 

"Dear, dear, dear! What a coincidence. 
Neither have we! I suppose it was the little 
picture of the zigzag sea that brought you 
here? " 

" It was," said Betty. " I don't think much 
of it myself," she added with candor. 

"Neither do I," agreed Marigold. "If our 
ancestor had intended to take the money across 
the water to Bonnie Prince Charlie, he might 
have hidden it by the shore. But Jabez says he 
meant it to be used over here, during the rising, 
so there was no special object in bringing it as 
far as this. It is much more likely to be in or 
near the house itself." 

"There ought to be a secret passage or a 
priest's room or something at Hopeton," said 
Betty. 

" I don't think there is much chance of that," 
said Marigold. " It is quite a plain, straightfor- 
ward house." 

"By the way," I asked, turning to Morgan, 

" what have you decided about the Laird? Is he 

to be told? " 

" Yes," he answered. " I am going to try to 
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make up to Mm. He is not to know that Mari- 
gold has the cipher. I shall get away from 
Blackdik^s, go up to Glasgow and write to the 
Squire from a hotel there. I shall oflPer to show 
him the cipher, suggest that the past be forgotten, 
and propose that we attempt to solve the thing 
together. I am hoping that he will then invite 
me to Hopeton. If the opportunity occurs. Mari- 
gold will suggest it to him." 

" It seems a very good plan," I agreed. " What 
about Eoy? Will he not be in the running at 
aU?" 

" Jabez is very sanguine," said Marigold. " He 
thinks that if once he can get on good terms with 
father he may effect a reconciliation." 

** You see, I've been pumping Roy a bit," ex- 
plained Morgan. " I believe that if the old man 
can be brought round, Roy will not hang back. 
He is fond of his sister, and doesn't like being cut 
oflP from her. We know that the Squire is on 
friendly terms with Roy's wife, so the main cause 
of dissension is at an end. Why keep up the 
feud then? We'll all be as merry as larks in 
another month ! " 

" I hope you may be right," I said doubtfully. 

From all I knew of Laird Tanish I was con- 
vinced that such a reconciliation would never 
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take place, but it seemed a pity to dampen Mor- 
gan's enthusiasm. 

Betty and I left the others to continue their 
investigations, while we returned to Kilbrennan 
for tea. We were certainly no nearer to the 
treasure, but each meeting drew us more closely 
together. We were friends, in the fullest accep- 
tation of the word. Strangely enough, the 
thought did not bring me the satisfaction it 
should have done. To have Betty for a friend — 
no, I knew by this time that it was not enough. 
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CHAPTER XX 

A FEW days later the Laird received a letter 
from Morgan. Marigold was first in the 
breakfast-room, and she recognized the writing 
on the envelope. When I entered she gave me 
the news in a hurried whisper, for already we 
heard her f ather^s footsteps on the stair. 

The worst or it was that the Laird received 
several letters that morning, and by some evil 
chance he kept Morgan^s until the last. It was 
a trying moment for both of us. We attempted 
to keep up an indifferent conversation, but had 
the Laird been more acute he might easily have 
noticed the lack of point in our remarks. 

I fully expected that the opening of Morgan^s 
letter would be followed by an explosion of anger, 
and I believe now that we escaped it by a very 
narrow margin. As the Laird read the first few 
lines he looked merely puzzled. He turned it 
over quickly, glanced at the signature, and imme- 
diately his brows drew down over his eyes, his 

jaws set, and his lips became a mere line. It was 
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then that I expected him to burst into a fit of 
rage, for I knew well how he hated Morgan. 
Marigold and I unconsciously let our conversa- 
tion drop. Fortunately the Laird was too deep 
in his own thoughts to notice our preoccupation. 

He turned back to the beginning of the letter 
and read it through with lowered brows. The 
fingers of his unoccupied hand tapped restlessly 
upon the tablecloth. Still I waited for the ex- 
plosion, but still it was delayed. 

The Laird ate no more. He sat gloomily 
thoughtful for some minutes and then abruptly 
rose and left the room without a word. 

Our eyes met across the table. Marigold's 
were puzzled and anxious; my own, I fear, ex- 
pressed the " I told you so '^ attitude. 

" What is he going to do? '' asked Marigold, in 
a voice little above a whisper. 

"Ignore Morgan's letter, or write a most 
scathing reply," I hazarded. 

"I don't like his silence — ^the controlled yet 
angry look of his face," said Marigold anxiously. 

" Of course we must remember that the letter 
came as rather a shock to him. He had no rea- 
son to expect a message from Morgan," I said. 
" He may come round in an hour or two." 

I said this more to cheer Marigold up than 
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because I believed it, and my surprise was great 
when my words came true immediately after. 

Laird Tanish came into the room noisily. He 
stood at the head of the table and smiled down 
slyly at his daughter. 

"You'll never guess from whom IVe had a 
letter this morning/' he began. 

" You had better tell me, then," replied Mari- 
gold, forcing herself to speak in the same light 
tone, though I could see she was nervous. 

" What do you say to — ^your American cousin, 
Jabez Morgan? " 

"Mr. Morgan! How dare he!'' exclaimed 
Marigold, with well-simulated heat 

"Tut, tut! You mustn't be so hard on the 
man," said her father, with a tolerant air that sat 
ill on him. "After all, he's a blood relation, and 
as he's in the country we can hardly do less than 
ask him down to stay with us." 

Had we been in ignorance of the contents of 
Morgan's letter we might well have been as- 
tounded at this chance of fate. As it was Mari- 
gold thought it well to remark upon it. 

" Surely he would not come," she said. " You 
did not part on the best of terms." 

"Ah! But he's made amends. We shall be 

the best of friends now, the best of friends ! " 
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The Laird, somewhat to my astonishment, 
laughed long and loudly. The chance of obtain- 
ing the cipher from Morgan seemed to have 
changed him completely. Though he appeared 
so jovial and hearty, there was a strained air 
about him that I could not account for. 

"You see, my girl, he offers to remove my 
cause of complaint against him. You know what 
that is!" The Laird continued, rubbing his 
hands in a pleased way, " I must have you in this, 
Seaton. A man with your skill at chess should be 
able to work out the problem we have before us." 

Again he laughed loudly. It began to get on 
my nerves, for I could not see enough reason for 
it. Certainly he had gained the object that he 
had desired so long, but that hardly seemed a 
matter for laughter. 

" I am fond of problems," I replied. " Is the 
one in question a twister? " 

" You shall see it, my boy. You shall see it. 
We'll all have a turn at it ! But I must be oflf 
and write Morgan's invitation." 

He went away rubbing his hands, and chuck- 
ling to himself with satisfaction. 

" It has worked all right," exclaimed Marigold, 
her eyes sparkling with excitement. " Jabez un- 
derstands him better than I thought." 
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" Yes, he seems to have taken it well," I an- 
swered. " I am glad I am to be ofllcially in the 
know. It would have been awkward if I had 
had to pretend to know nothing." 

" Jabez had thought of that," explained Mari- 
gold. " He intended to propose that your advice 
should be asked, but now there is no need." 

I was passing through the hall a little later 
when the Laird heard me, and called me into his 
room. 

" I want tp have a chat with you, Seaton. Sit 
you down at your ease, for what I have to say 
will take some time." 

I took him at his word, for I guessed that I 
was to hear the whole story of the Hopeton treas- 
ure from his point of view. 

I was right. Except that he never introduced 

the name of his son^s wife, or mentioned the loss 

of the Flemish document, he told me essentially 

what has already been set down here. Naturally 

he did not refer to his two attempts to steal the 

cipher from Morgan. He merely told me that 

they had disagreed upon terms but that now their 

difficulties were over, and that Morgan had 

agreed to take a share of whatever might be 

found. 

Of course I readily promised my assistance in 
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reading the little pictures and expressed great 
curiosity to see them. 

" You shall, Seaton. Oh, but it will be a great 
game, the solving of this cipher ! " he exclaimed, 
and laughed heartily with regular schoolboy glee. 

He maintained the same high spirits during 
the three days that we waited Morgan's arrival. 
There was no more chess in the evenings, but in- 
stead he talked constantly of the treasure, esti- 
mated its value, how long it would take us to find 
it, how we should set about the solution of the 
cryptogram. There was but the one topic of 
conversation in the house, and to that there was 
no end. !Never have I seen a man so changed in 
a day. 

When Morgan arrived the Laird met him in 
the car at Ealbrennan, and they drove up to the 
house the best of friends. Morgan's scheme of 
reconciliation seemed to be working well, yet I 
could not help wondering, knowing the Laird's 
violent temper as I had good cause to do, how 
long his present frame of mind would last. 

Morgan greeted Marigold and me as if he had 

seen nothing of us since our voyage from the 

States. One thing worried me a little — the fact 

that Duncan had seen Morgan in Eilbrennan. 

However, I knew that the boy was very unlikely 
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to make any remark in the presence of his father, 
and I took the precaution to send him off on some 
errand as soon as I could. 

" Dear, dear, dear ! Now who would ever have 
thought to see us all sitting round comfortable 
and pleasant like this,'' said Morgan, as we sat 
down to dinner. " Delightful, I call it ! " ' 

The Laird laughed. I had heard more laughter 
during these last few days than all the time I had 
been at Hopeton. 

"Ah, Morgan, we're not so black as we're 
painted, eh? " he said. " Now when are we to 
see our ancestor's message? You needn't mind 
Seaton, he's one of the family now." 

I suddenly was struck with the idea that the 
Laird was only waiting to get the cipher from 
Morgan, and that when he had succeeded he 
would turn him out, neck and crop. It was the 
Laird's expression as he glanced at his guest that 
put this idea into my head. It seemed so much 
at variance with his jovial words and laughter. 

Morgan seemed to notice nothing of this. He 
was beaming amiably at the success of his plans. 

"Yes, yes. I've brought the cipher," he an- 
swered. "Whether we shall be able to make 
anything of it remains to be seen. Fve worried 

over it enough without success." 
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He pulled out a pocketbook and produced 
from it a number of copies of the little pictures, 
one of which he handed round to each of us, as 
though we had never seen it before. The Laird 
bent over his with great interest. I knew from 
what Morgan had told me that he had seen it 
once before, when he had rifled Morgan's desk, 
but he could not have had time to examine it 
thoroughly. 

^^ A strange document," he said, chuckling to 
himself. ^^Hamish must have been having a 
joke at the expense of his descendants. Maybe 
we'll have the laugh on him yef 

" I hope we shall,'' agreed Morgan. "We must 
all set our minds to it. I count a lot on you, 
Seaton. You've got a lot of spare grey matter. 
Either you or the Squire being chess players 
should get at the root of this thing pretty 
quickly." 

All the while I was awaiting a change of face 
on the part of my employer. I could not believe 
that his friendliness to Morgan was genuine. 
Yet nothing happened. I had to admit, at last, 
that I was wrong. 

Day followed day, and the intimacy between 

the two increased constantly. Often they would 

be closeted together for hours, discussing, and 
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attempting to solve, the cipher. Sometimes I 
would be called in to consult on some theory or 
suggestion, but more often they were alone to- 
gether, and the sound of the Laird's laughter 
would echo through the hall. He was in a con- 
tinual state of high spirits. Marigold was de- 
lighted at the change in him, but for myself I 
could not help thinking it too sudden to be whole- 
some. It jarred upon me to hear his loud laugh- 
ter about the house, and instead of thinking that 
things were going better, I had a kind of presenti- 
ment that they were going worse, though all the 
evidence was against my feeling. 

Whenever Morgan could get away from the 
Laird he and Marigold scoured the country, hunt- 
ing for clues to the little pictures. The Laird 
seemed to look upon this growing intimacy with 
favor, and I even heard him on more than one 
occasion suggesting such excursions. 

I am afraid that during this period I was 

guilty of neglecting my duties to some extent. 

Duncan had improved so much in health that he 

did not require much of my attention certainly, 

and that must be my excuse for spending so many 

of my afternoons with Betty Forbes. She and I 

roamed the country together, as keen upon the 

discovery of the treasure as those who had a per- 
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sonal interest in it — at leaist Betty was keen^ and 
I was ready for anything that would keep me in 
her company. 

I told her of all that was happening at Hope- 
ton, and she was as skeptical as myself of the 
Laird's reformation. 

^^ I shall have to call him the Monarch of the 
Glen instead of the Monster, after all, if this goes 
on," she commented. "But it can't go on. A 
Laird Tanish who roars as gently as a sucking 
dove is inconceivable. Either he is ill or he is up 
to mischief of some kind. Probably he is using 
Mr. Morgan to help him find the treasure, and 
then when it is found he will turn and rend him. 
However, perhaps it isn't fair to condemn him 
when the evidence is aU in his favor." 

The evidence was still further in his favor a 
couple of days after Betty used these words. 

I returned to Hopeton after a further investi- 
gation of the beach — ^which, like our other excur- 
sions, brought us no nearer our aim — ^to find Boy 
and his Belgian wife seated at tea with the fam- 
ily. The jovial laughter of the Laird rang 
through the room as I entered. 



216 



CHAPTER XXI 

1WAS so taken aback by this evidence of Laird 
Tanisb's reformation that I stood in the door- 
way looking stupidly at the assembled company. 
Seeing my confusion the Laird came to my assist- 
ance. 

"Come along in and join the family party, 
Seaton," he cried in hearty tones. "You've 
never met my son Eoy, but you two should be 
friends. You're of an age and both decent lads. 
And here is Mrs. Tanish, my daughter-in-law. 
Come and sit beside her and get known to each 
other. Ah! This is a great day, a great day, 
Morgan, and it's all your doing. You've got 
something to be proud of here." 

The Laird rubbed his hands and beamed upon 
the company in the best of spirits, but it did not 
take me long to discern that he was the only per- 
son present who was at his ease. Marigold and 
Morgan seemed so overcome by the success of 
their own plan that they sat silent as if afraid it 

was all too good to be true. 
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Young Boy did his best to meet his father's ad- 
vanceSy but there was a strained air about his 
remarks that showed that he too was ill at ease. 
Neither did his wife do much to add to 4ihe har- 
mony of the meeting. 

I saw her now for the first time in normal cir- 
cumstances, and I was not prepossessed in her 
favor. Yet she was a handsome woman in her 
way, tall and dark, with pale translucent skin, 
and perfectly formed features. Her eyes were 
very large and dark and when turned upon one 
suddenly they seemed to look past the words 
updn one's lips to the meaning behind. She had 
a habit of sudden sidelong glances, very discon- 
certing to one speaking polite conventionalities. 

She was seated upon the Laird's right, Boy 
upon his left, and as the two men talked she 
would glance quickly from one to the other, then 
droop her long dark lashes as if to hide what she 
had learned. 

I made several attempts to engage her in con- 
versation but without success. She answered 
me in monosyllables, hardly hearing my words, 
and turned her glance again upon her husband 
or the Laird. It was a most uncomfortable tea- 
party. • 

Afterwards the conversation became more gen- 
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eral. We broke up into groups and visited the 
gardens and the stables. ^I was able to get the 
opportunity of a talk with Boy and found him, as 
Betty and Morgan had told me^ a frank^ open 

young man whom I took to at once. 

« 

We had wandered about the garden together 
for some little time when Boy, after a glance 
round to see that we were alone, turned our con- 
versation into an intimate groove. 
^ "I have never thanked you," he said, "for 
your attention to my wife on the — on the — ^night 
of her accident." 

"Surely that is unnecessary," I replied. 
" Tou thanked me at the time, and I was glad to 
be of service. By the way, did you ever discover 
the — the cause of the accident? " 

He shook his head and a shadow passed over 
his face. I thought at that moment how like his 
father he was. 

"No," he said. "The accident so upset my 
wife's nerves that I have found it best not to refer 
to it much. She quickly recovered^ thanks/ to 
your attention, so as no harm was done and as 
the subject upset her, I let it drop." 

This was not said with the open spontaneous 

air that had marked his previous conversation. 

I wondered if he were keeping something back — 
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if he knew more of the accident than he cared to 
tell me. Of this at least I was snre since meet- 
ing him — ^that he had no personal concern in the 
so-called accident. 

As though desirous of getting away from the 
subject which he had himself introduced, he be- 
gan at once to speak of the cipher, of which he 
had heard for the first time that day. 

" I hear you are looked upon as the most likely 
person to solve it, Doctor Seaton," he said. " I 
hope you do. The Tanish family can do with a 
fresh inflow of capital. We have come down 
lamentably in the last century or so.*' 

By judicious questioning I . soon discovered 
just what tale had been told to him. Nothing 
had been said of his wif e^s part in the early dis- 
covery, nor, of course, of her theft of the Flemish 
paper. To him it was just a straightforward 
story discovered by Morgan amongst the old 
papers of his branch of the family. Whether he 
connected this in any way with the paper I had 
myself handed to him — ^the paper which had 
fallen from his wife's bosom — Ixould not say. 

It was evident that my new acquaintance was 

equally favorably impressed with me — or at least 

that he was glad to have a friend of the same age 

and sex as himself — for he was most urgent in his 
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plea that I should visit him at Blackdikes at an 
early date. 

" Now that the governor has forgiven me for 
marrying to please myself there can be nothing 
against it/' he said. 

I promised him that it would not be long be- 
fore I took him at his word. 

Later, when Boy had left me and was talking 
with Morgan and his father indoors, I found 
Marigold and Marie sitting together upon the 
lawn. I joined them, intending to enter into 
their conversation, but I found that I had to 
make it all myself. My companions were silent. 
I could feel, as plainly as if they Itad told me, 
that they were not in sympathy with each other. 

I had not been there more than a few minutes, 
racking my brains for small talk, and feeling 
very uncomfortable, when Marigold made some 
excuse and went away. The dark eyes of Boy's 
wife gave me a slow sidelong glance. 

" You were embarrassed to have to make the 
talk by yourself, yes?'' she said, as though in 
answer to my thoughts. " But it is always so. 
Marigold and I, we are silent, for we are not 
sympathetic. You know that? " 

This promised to be more embarrassing to me 

than the other. She spoke calmly, disinterest- 
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edly. I cannot reproduce her slight accent, but 
her English was clear and good, with just a sug- 
gestion of strange idiom now and again. 

" If it is so, surely it is a pity," I answered. 

"It does not matter," she said calmly. Her 
pale face was inscrutable. She made no effort to 
smile, showed no interest even in her own words. 
"One says that you are very clever. Doctor 
Seaton — that it is you who will read this message 
from the dead Monsieur Tanish; is it so? " 

" I am afraid they overrate my powers merely 
because I happen to play chess well," I an- 
swered. 

"Perhaps you are too modest. When you 
have read the message what is it that you will 
do?" she asked, with her great dark eyes 
upon me. 

This habit of turning the eyes alone had a most 
unpleasant effect It suggested the underhand, 
the surreptitious. One felt in the thick of an 
intrigue, however innocent the conversation. 
Yet there was something fascinating about it too 
— a sense of intimacy, perhaps. 

" What can I do? I shall hand the solution 
to the Laird — or Mr. Morgan ^^ 

" Or to me? " she interrupted with eyebrows 

raised and another sidelong glance. 
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" It is all the same," I answered cautiously. 
*' All are working together for the same end," 

For the first time I heard her laugh, a short 
hard laugh with little merriment in it. 

"Truly," she said in her calm voica "You 
read characters as well as ' puzzles, ' Doctor 
Seaton — ^yes? " 

"I am interested in character, but I do not 
claim to read it correctly, Mrs. Tanish." 

" You are too modest," she repeated, " If you 
read this puzzle as surely as you read characters 
how you will surprise all the world — ^is it not? 
And for yourself you want nothing — ^no, no ! '* 

I was nettled by her tone, suggesting as it did 
that I was a self-seeker. 

" You are quite right in one thing," I declared 
emphatically. " If I should chance to solve this 
cipher I expect nothing for myself." 

" That is very well," she replied. " But I must 
find my husband and take him home. Do you 
know, Doctor Seaton, I do not think you will find 
this treasure, although you are so very clever at 
this game of chess, and although — what is 
it? — ^all are working together for the same 
end/ " 

" Why do you say that? " I asked. ** Do you 

think the cipher is insoluble? " 
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" I do not have reasons. We women — ^we know 
things without reason — ^is it not? You call it in- 
tuition — or guessing! But sometimes we are 
right — ^yes? " 

^^ Sometimes, yes. But in this case I shall do 
my best to prove you wrong/' I said, with a smile. 

" We shall see," she answered, and rising, she 
left me and went indoors. 

One thing was evident, Boy's wife was as 
skeptical as myself of the sincerity of this strange 
reconciliation. Whether she had more reason for 
her belief than I, I could not tell. 

A few minutes later Boy's trap appeared at the 
door, and he and his wife brought their visit to a 
close. Being an outsider I kept well in the back- 
ground throughout the farewells. The Laird 
was still the jovial host. His loud " Ha ! Ha ! " 
rose above all the talk as he beamed down from 
his position upon the steps of the porch. 

" You'll be back soon, bairns," he called. "We 
have a strong tie now in the Hopeton treasure, 
eh?— Ha, ha, ha!" 

I saw Jabez Morgan watching this friendly 
leave-taking with the eyes of a successful stage 
manager. Everything was going as he had ar- 
ranged it, and he had some cause for satisfaction. 

When the trap had driven off and the Laird 
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and Marigold had gone indoors, he took me by 
the arm and led me into the garden. 

"Well, well, Seaton,^^ he said, "Our little 
plot has gone off smoothly. Here we are, as 
happy as so many turtledoves, all ill-feeling 
dead, the Squire a model for Father Christmas^ 
the fatted calf killed for the prodigal — ^in fact, a 
regular Happy Family ! " 

" Have you ever been in a traveling menagerie^ 
Morgan? '' I asked, 

"Dear, dear, dear! How you do wander, 
Seaton. In what capacity? '' 

" Merely as a spectator, I mean." 

" I've seen Barnum's show, of course," said h^ 
looking at me in a puzzled manner. "But 
what " 

"It was your reference to a Happy Family 
that made me think of it. 1 dare say you remem- 
ber a cage containing a dog, a cat, a rabbit, a 
hen, a guinea-pig, and many other creatures that 
I have forgotten — all cooped up together and 
labelled * Happy Family.' They all looked the 
picture of misery and seemed ready to fly at 
each other's throats upon the slightest provoca- 
tion." 

"And you think " Morgan paused and 

looked at me inquiringly. 
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I nodded and said nothing. 

We walked along for a short time in silence, 
each of us intent upon his own thoughts. Mor- 
gan was the first to speak. 

" I hope you are wrong," he said. " It cost me 
a lot of hard work to bring the old man round to 
this. It seemed a good thing to do, and it was 
for Marigold's sake I did it. Anyhow, things 
can hardly be worse than they were before I 
waltzed in, so I can't have done any harm." 

" I am not so sure of that/' I said. " What- 
ever rows there had been were over, and the 
parties at a safe distance. Tou have got them 
into the middle of the ring, ready for the next 
round." 

" You are a croaker, Seaton, a prize croaker." 
The little man shook me by the arm playfully. 
" I'm not going to listen to you any more. I've 
brought this deal off. They are all friends again. 
We shall find the treasure, and they will all share 
in it. Why should there be any more trouble? " 

" It's in the air," I answered vaguely, and con- 
tinued more explicitly: "First, there is Laird 
Tanish, whose wonderful reformation I can't un- 
derstand. He is always liable to cut up rough. 
Then we have Eoy's wife, a woman whom I do 

not trust. I take her to be capable of any mis- 
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chief. These two have a secret understanding. 
We know that from what Betty Forbes over- 
heard. Should Boj get to know of that he be- 
comes the third of my possibilities. Hot-headed 
and honest, he would not wait for explanations. 
In fact, Morgan, you have all the ingredients 
ready to your hand for a fine old flare-up ! I can 
even make a pretty fair guess at the match which 
will start the conflagration." 

" Yes? " said Morgan inquiringly. 

" The discovery of the Hopeton treasure ! " I 
replied. 
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CHAPTEB XXn 

NOTHING happened during the next few 
days in fulfilment of my doleful prognosti- 
cations. There were comings and goings be- 
tween the two households, and consultations 
galore on the one burning topic, the little pic- 
tures. Boy's wife did not come again to Hope- 
ton, nor did Marigold visit her at Blackdikes, but 
Boy was over each day, and Morgan and the 
Laird on more than one occasion went to the 
farm. 

It was about a week after the events narrated 
in the previous chapter that Morgan came to me 
in a stat^ of excitement. 

"What do you think of this, you old Jere- 
miah?" he said, shaking me to and fro by the 
arm. "The Squire has agreed to my engage- 
ment to Marigold " 

"Congratulations, my dear fellow,^' I inter- 
rupted, shaking him warmly by the hand. " You 
are a wonder-worker. I believe after all, Mor- 
gan, there is nothing on this earth that you might 

want that you wouldn't contrive to gef 
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"I hope you are right/' he said, smiling merrily 
with twinkling glasses, " for I have got to get 
something else before the engagement is com- 
plete. You didn't let me finish. I was going to 
say that the Squire has agreed to my engagement 
to Marigold as soon as I find the treasure. Of 
course we are bound to find it, but I don't like the 
delay." 

" What does Marigold say to it? ** I asked. 

^^ She is so afraid of her father that she is 
thankful for small mercies." 

" At the least, I can congratulate you on work- 
ing wonders in a very short time," I said. 

" Thanks. I have been fairly successful. Boy 
gets more friendly with his father every day, and 
the old man himself is certainly turning over a 
new leaf. You will have to retract a lot of your 
prophecies yet, Seaton." 

" I hope I shall," I answered. 

It was that same day that — ^possibly spurred 
on by the obvious happiness of Morgan — ^I sum- 
moned up pluck to make a proposal of my own. 
It is impossible for me to keep my own feelings 
and actions out of this history of the Hopeton 
treasure, because, as will be seen, this resolution 
of mine had a direct bearing upon the solution of 

the cryptogram. 
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It happened then, that I had arranged to meet 
Betty Forbes that afternoon by the fox-cover, in 
order to make an excursion to the top of the hill 
on whose lower slope the house of the Tanishes 
was built There was a cairn on this hill, and 
although we h^d visited several of the hilltops 
without finding a vestige of a clue, Betty was 
still as keen as before. To me it mattered little 
where we went, provided we went together. 

It was a lovely summer day, with hardly a 
breath of wind, and a deep blue sky broken only 
by a few small fleecy clouds. 

I waited by the stile on the margin of the wood, 
and watched the dainty form of Betty climbing 
towards me between the broken dikes on the old 
Roman Boad. She was dressed in some light 
creamy material covered with dainty small sprigs 
of flowers, and wore a wide straw hat, beneath 
which glimpses of her rich hair shone as she 
looked up towards the wood where I awaited her. 
She had the light springy step of the country girl, 
used to rough roads and rougher hillsides. It 
was a joy to sit there idly on the stile and see her 
coming towards me. 

"Have I kept you long?" she called as she 

drew near. " Never mind, you are not really a 

busy person. I am! I stopped at Newgate's 
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farm to inspect the new baby. — ^A most interest- 
ing production ! " 

" You don't look to be dressed for hill-climb- 
ing," I remarked, with my admiring eyes upon 
her. 

^^ Don't call these things hills," she said, point- 
ing to the green and purple knolls all around us. 
" Over there, on Arran, it is different. Qoatfell 
would finish a frock like this, and I should be 
barefoot before I was half-way to the top. But 
this is just a gentle stroll up a heather-clad 
slope." 

The hill we had chosen for our investigation 
lay, as I have said, behind Hopeton, and from 
where we met we had to cross the shoulders of 
two lower knolls before we started the actual 
climb. At two hillside bums that lay across our 
track I offered my hand to Betty, but she scorned 
my assistance and jumped from stone to stone 
with an ease and grace born of long custom. 

It took us under an hour to reach our destina- 
tion. We threw ourselves down upon the springy 
heather to rest after the climb. The cairn that 
we had come to see was like all the others in the 
district, just a pile of loose stones gathered from 
the hillside. What we expected to discover 

merely by looking at it I do not know to this day. 
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Perhaps some rude inscription on a stone may 
have been in our minds, but we were quite vague 
as to our expectations. 

" I am afraid we have drawn another blank/^ 
said Betty. She had discarded her hat and lay 
upon the slope with her hands behind her head, 
her back resting on a weather-worn boulder. 
" You are a broken reed, Bob. * You don't seem 
to be as full of brilliant ideas as you ought to be." 

" I have never professed to be one of the brainy 
ones," I said laughingly. " You expect too much 
from me. It is you who are the treasure-finder, 
Betty. You are far more enthusiastic than 
lam." 

" Of course, if you are tired of these expedi- 
tions, you have only to say so ! " Betty replied 
provokingly. " I have my own copy of the little 
pictures and I can hobble about by myself some- 
how or other ! " 

'* Betty, you are a cat ! " I declared solemnly. 

" Of course I am. Have you only just discov- 
ered it? All girls are cats, only some are more 
catty than others. But what particular trait in 
the feline race are you referring to at the mo- 
ment? " 

" The mouse trick," I answered. ** You ought 

not to play with a poor chap. You know jolly 
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well that it is not the Hopeton treasure that I 
run about all over the countryside after. It is 
another treasure, in my eyes thousands of times 
more valuable ! " 

"If you are going to be sentimental, Bob, I 
shall go home," said Betty lightly ; but there was 
a new color, and a half -frightened expression 
growing upon her face, that told me she kuew 
that we were getting down to essentials. 

" I am going to be sentimental, and I shan't let 
you go home," I said firmly, but my heart was 
beating like a steam-hammer and there was a 
buzzing in my head that spoke of strong excite- 
ment. 

"Hark to the man-thing, with his masterful 
ways ! " exclaimed Betty to the bare hillside, but 
her long red lashes drooped over her honest 
brown eyes. 

" You know what treasure I want, Betty? " I 
said, and I found that my throat was so dry and 
husky all of a sudden that my voice sounded 
quite unlike itself. 

"How can I know until you tell me?" said 
Betty in a low voice, and without looking up. 

I remember she was plucking the little purple 

flowers from a spray of heather as she spoke. It 

seemed to me that the warm summer air had be- 
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come suddenly electrified. I felt a drumming in 
my ears and a vibration of the air upon my 
skin. 

Betty's preoccupation with her spray of 
heather annoyed me. I wanted her full atten- 
tion. I stretched out my hand and swallowed up 
both of hers, heather and all, in my grip. 

'' You are the only treasure for me, Betty," I 
said hoarsely. " I want you, and the little pic- 
tures can go hang for all I care." 

"Don't speak about it. Bob, don't!'' said 
Betty in a low tremulous voice. " I'm not ready 
to marry. I didn't expect you to speak so soon. 
I haven't looked life in the face yet. I'm just a 
girl, enjoying herself. Can't we go on doing 
that? " 

I shook my head. 

"No!" I replied. "It is not enough! We 
are friends, and the best of friends, but I want a 
wife. I am no longer content to be a pal, and go 
treasure-seeking for the pleasure of seeing you, 
and listening to your dear voice. I must have 
you for my very own. Any one can be your 
friend — ^I am your lover." 

At last Betty raised her long lashes and looked 

me in the eyes, with a shy smUe in which there 

seemed a hint of fear. 
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" I wish we could have stayed longer on the 
old terms. Bob. It was so jolly, and I don't want 
to grow up," she said. 

" If you care for me, Betty, the new terms will 
be to the old like — ^like — champagne to ginger 
ale." 

"I wonder!" she said doubtfully. Then, as 
though shaking off her fear and indecision with 
an effort, she sat up and drew her hands away 
from mine. " Bob," she said, " I shan't promise 
you now. I am very, very fond of you — ^you 
know that quite well ! FU make a bargain with 
you. — Come! Bead me the little pictures and 
FU marry you as soon as you like ! " 

I shook my head at that. 

" No, no ! " I cried. " Don't stake our love 
upon a chance like that ! The cipher may never 
be solved, and are we to drag on and on apart be- 
cause of a mere puzzle that doesn't even concern 
either of us? " 

" I don't say that. Bob," replied Betty, with a 
sweet sunny smile. "I don't say I will never 
marry you until the pictures are read, but that I 
will marry you as soon as you read them." 

" But you love me, Betty? " 

I placed my hand again over her two small 

ones, and looked steadily into her big brown eyes, 
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but the long lashes f ell, as though she were afraid 
of what I might read there. 

" Scotch people are shy of that word, Bob," 
she said hesitatingly. " I can't say it — ^but I do 
Mike you a lot." 

" Then withdraw that silly condition about the 
little pictures and promise to be my wife." 

" I want time to get used to it all," she an- 
swered, shaking her head gently. "Read the 
little pictures. Bob. There is time enough. I 
feel so young to promise to marry any one." 

"It isn't any one — it is me we are talking 
about. I don't believe the pictures will ever be 
solved, and I don't want to wait years for you, 
Betty. It is so unnecessary." 

But Betl^ stuck to her point. I argued it all 
ways with her, but the cipher had come to be a 
kind of mild obsession, and I could not force it 
out of my track. I knew that Betty loved me, as 
surely as I knew my own feeling for her. One 
gets to know. There can be few proposals made 
in which there is much doubt of the answer. 

It was a most aggravating situation, yet there 

was nothing for me to do but submit. I had at 

least the consolation of knowing that it would 

all come right in the end. Curiously enough I 

did not feel spurred on to solve the cipher as 
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quickly as possible in order to obtain my reward. 
I had struggled so often with those bafiSLing pic- 
tures already that I felt that there was nothing 
more to be done — nothing but wait patiently 
until Betty would tire of the search and be my 
wife of her own free will. 

So we lay there silent upon the pungent 
springy heather, with the hot July sun beating 
down upon us, each busy with thoughts of the 
other, and each, after the recent intimate talk, 
shy of meeting the other's eyes. 
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CHAPTER XXin 

FBOM where we lay on the warm hillside we 
had a glorious panorama view of the dis- 
trict, and of the Firth of Clyde with all its 
islands. I have already described how much I 
was struck by the beauty of the Clyde in an early 
part of my story, but it is necessary that I dwell 
for a moment upon the foreground of our land- 
scape. 

Immediately beneath us, and less than half a 
mile away as the crow flies, lay Hopeton — " The 
Big Hoose," as the country i)eople called it. 
Looking down one could trace the whole course 
of the Hopeton burn to the spot where it flowed 
into the Firth. 

The range of low hills on either side of the 

Glen were beneath us, for the hill upon whose 

slope Hopelx)n was built was the highest of the 

knolls in the neighborhood. So, from where we 

sat, we looked down upon the summits of the 

other hills, each with its rough ravine of stones. 

On the right side of the glen, as we faced the sea, 
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the slopes were purple with blooming heather, 
but the range on the left was grazing land, and 
here and there one could see the moving white 
dots that were sheep. 

As I lazily glanced over this panorama I picked 
out Blackdikes and the wood where I had found 
Roy mourning over his injured wife. Subcon- 
sciously I counted the hills that lay between us 
and the wood. I called up in my mind that scene 
in the moonlit clearing, where Boy sat moaning 
at the base of the rough stone cairn. How 
clearly could I recall the sounds of that night — 
the chatter of the wood pigeons in the trees over- 
head and the strange cries of Boy in his trouble ! 
I had never returned to the spot. 

Gradually an idea crystallized in my mind. I 
counted those hills again, this time with my 
senses fully alert. My heart beat faster as ex- 
citement grew upon me. I lay perfectly still and 
called before my eyes a facsimile of the little pic- 
tures, for I needed no paper to refresh my 
memory. 

A few minutes passed in silence. My mind 
was intent upon the little pictures to the exclu- 
sion even of Betty. 

At last I heaved a great sigh of relief and 

sat up. 
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" Tell me, Betty," I said. " In what direction 
does Blackdikes lie from here? '' 

"Over there, stupid. Don't you see the 
farm?" she answered, misunderstanding my 
question. 

" Yes, yes ! I see it all right," I said hastily. 
" But where does it lie by the compass? " 

" Um ! Let me see. That is north, and that is 
west," ruminated Betty, waving her hand in the 
directions as she named them. "I should say 
Blackdikes lies about southwest." 

"Eight you are! I thought so," I cried ex- 
citedly. " Now tell me, how far is it from Hope- 
ton to Blackdikes, as the crow flies? " 

" Why do you want to know that? " inquired 
Betty lazily. She could still see no point in my 
questions, and would not hurry with the answer. 
"Anyhow I can't tell, none of my family having 
been crows." 

" Do be sensible, Betty. This is serious ! " 

At that she sat up and looked at me strangely. 

" Whatever is the matter. Bob? Why, you are 
quite panting with excitement." 

"Tell me — ^how far is it from Hopeton to 
Blackdikes, as the crow flies? " 

"About two miles, I should think. But 

why ^ 
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I did not give her time to finish her question. 
I picked mysdf up from the heather, and before 
Betty had realized my intention, I had caught 
her by the hands, raised her from the ground and, 
clasping her in my arms, covered her face with 
kisses. 

She was so exhausted that for a moment she 
made no resistance to my caresses. Then, recov- 
ering herself, she struggled free and started away 
from me with flushed face and startled eyes. 

"Have you gone mad. Bob?" she exclaimed. 
" You had no right ^^ 

" I have the right, my darling. You are mine,'' 
I cried smilingly. I believe that in my excite- 
ment I executed a wild step-dance among the 
heather. Seeing, however, that Betty was really 
becoming frightened by my mad doings, I stopped 
to reassure her. 

" It is all right, dear. I am not mad,'' I said 
more quietly. " But I have read the little pic- 
tures; and I am going to marry you as soon as all 
the arrangements can be made." 

Betty looked at me skeptically. 

" You are joking," she said. " You can't pos- 
sibly have done it so soon." 

"But I have," I replied. "Come, let's sit 

down, and you shall be convinced." 
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I put my arm around her, and pulled her down 
upon the heather. I could feel the flurried beat- 
ing of her heart beneath her breast. Betty, too, 
was beginning to experience the excitement of 
the chase. 

" Now then, my dearest, here are the little pic- 
tures," I said smilingly, taking the copy from my 
pocket. " I can read them like print now that I 
have got the idea." 

"Read them to me then," Betty demanded. 
" Explain afterwards, but read them to me now." 

" Two miles southwest of Hopeton, on the left 
of the Hopeton burn, there is a wood on the 
northeast slope of the fourth hill in the range, 
counting from the top of the glen. In this wood 
there is a clearing, and in the middle of the clear- 
ing a rough stone cairn. Dig down three feet 
under the cairn, and you will find a chest con- 
taining the Hopeton treasure. That is clear 
enough, is it now? " 

" It is quite clear," Betty agreed. " But is it 
right? I (don't see how you can read all that 
long story from the pictures." 

" I admit that I have spun it out to the fullest, 

but all the essentials are there, and you may be 

quite certain it is right — ^it can't mean anything 

else. Look, what is the first picture? " 
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"The Tanish crest," replied Betty. "You 
said long ago that it was only there as Hamish's 
scale to the pipes." 

" I was wrong," I admitted. " It means much 
more than that. You know that the crest is 
carved above the porch of Hopeton? Well, this 
crest gives us the starting-point. It stands for 
Hopeton. The next bit is easy ; you have a crow 
— or rather a very crude conventional diagram of 
a crow — a long, straight line, the figure two in 
Boman numerals, and the letters S. W. That 
can only mean * two miles as the crow flies.' " 

"Yes, yes," cried Betty excitedly. "Go on. 
It must be so." 

"Then you really will marry me soon?" I 
demanded. 

" Don't tease, Bob, like a dear," she answered 
coaxingly, " follow the little pictures." 

" Then we have the hills. There are four of 
them with the zigzag lines underneath. These 
lines mean water — ^not necessarily the sea, as we 
thought — so why not the Hopeton bum, with the 
hills above it? " 

" True," replied Betty. " But how will you 

account for the anchor, if you are going to do 

away with the sea? " 

" We were wrong there too," I replied. " It 
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isn't an anchor. But we have not come to that 
yet. We are just at the four hills. This thing 
reads from left to right, in lines, like a book. So 
we follow along the four hills with the bum 
flowing below, and on the fourth hill, which is 
just two miles as the crow flies from Hopeton, we 
flnd a wood on the northeast slope. There is the 
wood/' 

I pointed to the peculiar marking above the 
slope of the hill. 

" These, I suppose, are trees, then,'' said Betty. 
" But why are they flying in the air? '' 

"It is only a conventional way of showing 
them," I explained. **01d Hamish may have 
seen some Chinese prints in which this anchor 
is adopted, or he may have invented it himself to 
make his cipher more obscure." 

" I should like to be able to compliment him on 
his success," Betty remarked. "Now we come 
to the square of stars. What do you make of 
them? " 

" Trees again," I replied. " They are fir trees 
that are shown in the plan — ^a kind of bird's-eye 
view of them. They represent the trees sur- 
rounding the clearing in the wood. In the middle 
is the cairn — ^it is there, for I have seen it — and 

then we have the direction * Dig down three fert 
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under the cairn and you will find a chest contain- 
ing the Hopeton treasure.^ It is a pick or mat- 
tock, not an anchor, you see." 

"Clever boy,^' exclaimed Betty. **You must 
be right. It is all as plain as a pikestaff once you 
know it. How you ever got on the right track I 
can^t understand." 

" It must have been the prize you promised me 
that stirred up my intellect," I replied. " Yet I 
was not conscious of it at the time. I was think- 
ing of that night when I found Eoy and Marie in 
the wood, and at the same time I was looking at 
the hills. The whole thing came upon me in a 
moment. Yet it must have been my prize that 
was behind it all. — ^Betty, I am to have my re- 
ward? " 

Betty laid her lovely head gently upon my 
shoulder. 

" Yes, Bob," she whispered, and snuggled close 
with a sigh of content. 

It was some time later that we awoke once 
more to the realities of life. It was Betty who 
first returned to the practical side of things. 
For myself I had forgotten the little pictures, 
and the Tanishes with all their discords. 

" Bob, Bob, this will never do," said Betty, sit- 
ting up and smoothing her hair where it had be- 
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come ruffled in my embrace. "We are being 
horribly selflslL Think of those poor people anx- 
iously waiting for you to read the little pictures 
to them!'' 

"Ignorance is bliss/' I answered lazily. 
" They don't know that I have solved the thing, 
so they are no more anxious than usual. Don't 
be so practical, my dear." 

" But it is getting towards evening, and it will 
be dark before the treasure is found." 

"Never mind. Let's keep the secret to our- 
selves until morning and then they will have a 
full day before them," I proposed. I did not 
care a scrap about the treasure. All that I 
wanted on earth was beside me there on the hill- 
top. Is it to be wondered at that I preferred to 
stay where I was? 

But Betty would not have it so. She was full 
of curiosity and anxiety about the treasure, and 
nothing would satisfy her but that we should 
rush down the hill to Hopeton at once and organ- 
ize the treasure hunt. 

" How are we to account to the Laird for the 
fact that you are acquainted with the cipher? " I 
asked. "He is not on the best of terms with 
you as it is and he may make a fuss." 

" He will be too excited over finding the treas- 
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ure/' Betty declared. " Tell him all about it be- 
fore he sees me, and m wager he never even 
notices that I am in the party, — ^for I won^t be 
left behind ; I must be in at the death ! " 

"Very well. We shall have to risk it," I 
agreed. " You can wait outside while I tell the 
tale indoors. I shall try to send Marigold out to 
you, and perhaps, as you say, the Laird will be 
too preoccupied to notice." 

With that we started off down the slope of the 
hill, running hand-in-hand through the heather, 
risking a broken ankle in our pure high spirits 
and joy in life. 

If I have dwelt overlong upon this scene upon 
the hilltop, it must be borne in mind that it was 
the happiest moment that I had known in my life, 
and moreover that my new understanding with 
Betty was inextricably mingled with the reading 
of the little pictures, the one could not be told 
without the other, and, after all, what need to 
apologize for lingering over a pleasant passage 
in a tale wherein so much is gloomy, and where 
tragedy looms so near ahead. 



247 



CHAPTER XXIV 

IT seemed almost as though fate had arranged 
the scene and the players in anticipation of 
my reading of the little pictures, for as we ap- 
proached Hopeton we saw Roy's small two-seater 
standing outside, and in the dining-room, after 
leaving Betty in the garden, I found the whole 
family, Roy and his wife included, seated at the 
tea-table. 

" I have solved the cipher ! " I declared baldly, 
as I entered. 

" Dear, dear, dear ! I knew you were the little 
winner,'^ cried Morgan, and he jumped up from 
his seat to shake my hand warmly. 

My disclosure was almost too much for Laird 
Tanish. He, too, started from his chair, his face 
suffused with blood, and his eyes staring at me 
wildly. 

" YouVe — solved — ^it ! '^ he stammered word by 

word, then as the idea grew more familiar to him, 

his scattered senses returned. "Wonderful, Sea- 
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ton, wonderful/' he exclaimed. " But I always 
thought you would do it," and rubbing his hands 
gleefully he burst into a fit of his loud laughter. 

They were all excited by my news. Marigold 
was silent, but I saw her glance at Jabez Morgan 
in a way that could not be mistaken, and she gave 
me a quick look of thanks that was equally easy 
to read. Her brother was boyishly enthusiastic 
Nothing would serve him but that we must find 
the treasure that very night. 

" Is it near here, doctor? ^' he demanded. ^ I 
shall never sleep until we know the value of 
it." 

" That's the boy for me ! " bellowed his father, 
clapping him on the shoulder vigorously. " He 
wants to feel the golden guineas trickling 
through his fingers ! Ha, ha, ha ! '' 

Roy's wife showed less interest than any one in 
my declaration. She had glanced up quickly at 
me when first I spoke with a queer contemptuous 
look in her sidelong eyes, but she spoke no word, 
and I wondered if she was in truth annoyed that 
her prophecy of my failure had been proved un- 
true. Now, while the others talked, she remained 
calm and observant, watching the Laird and Boy 
with quick glances that missed nothing. 

As soon as the excitement of my disclosure had 
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calmed down, I produced the little pictures, and 
over again read the directions hidden within 
them, and explained the symbols one bj one. 

"Dear, dear! You're some sleuth, Seaton,*' 
exclaimed Morgan when I had finished my ex- 
position. " Yet the thing is so simple once you 
know it that I could kick myself for being such a 
mutt. Well, well, Squire, your dream is coming 
true at last — ^and ours too, Marigold ! '^ 

Marigold blushed and lowered her eyes, but I 
saw her press Morgan's hand as it lay near hers 
upon the table. 

The meal that was in progress was completely 
forgotten. The Laird was walking up and down 
and wandering round the table, rubbing his hands 
and giving vent to sudden ejaculations of aston- 
ishment and pleasure. The others — with the ex- 
ception of Marie, who still sat in her place, at- 
tentive, but silent and cold — ^were gathered 
around me, scrutinizing the little pictures. 

"But we are wasting time,'' exclaimed Eoy 

suddenly, starting up from his inspection of the 

cipher. " We can study the ingenuity of this at 

our leisure. The great thing now is to find the 

treasure. Father, what do you think? There is 

plenty of time before darf 

"Yes, yes," answered the Laird. "Let us 
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have the climax to-night. Ha, ha, Seaton, you 
are a pleased man this day, eh? And you, Mor- 
gan' eh ? All your plans coming to a head ! Yes, 
yes, Roy, my lad. Fancy you and Marie living 
so close to all the family wealth and never guess- 
ing it. Ha, ha, ha ! It's rich, that, rich.^' 

" We'll want a couple of spades, and a pick," 
said the practical Eoy. " Come along, Morgan, 
let us find them." 

Then Marie spoke for the first time. 

" Hold, Roy ! '' she said, looking up curiously 
at her husband. " Is it not that this money is 
under our land? " 

" If Doctor Seaton is right in his reading of the 
cipher, it is," replied Eoy. " But what has that 
got to do with it? We are all in league together 
to find the treasure. When it is found it will be 
time enough to think about the division of the 
spoil." 

Marie drooped her eyes. I could have sworn 
that a shade of disappointment crossed her face. 
It was as if she had wished to cause discord and 
had failed. Laird Tanish heartily seconded his 
son^s words. 

"Ay, ay, Roy," he said. " Time enough when 

the gold is unearthed. Don^t you worry about 

who it belongs to, Marie, my lass." 
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Morgan and Boy went off to find the necessary 
tools. The rest of us were making towards the 
door, to prepare for the excursion, when I noticed 
that Eoy^s wife made no effort to join us. 

"Are you not coming with us, Mrs. Tanish? '* 
I asked. 

" But why? " she said with a slight shrug of 
the shoulders. " If it is that you find the money 
you will bring it here. If there is nothing — ^I 
shall be saved the pain.^^ 

Laird Tanish looked at his daughter-in-law 
with an expression that I could not fathom. 
Then, going behind her chair, he placed his hand 
on her shoulder, bent over her, and murmured 
some words in her ear. 

Marie shook her head slightly. 

" I am fatigued. I shall await you here," she 
said. 

For a moment the Laird looked as if he would 
pursue his usual course when crossed, and burst 
into a violent fit of rage. He controlled himself, 
however, with an obvious eflfort, and accepted 
Marie's refusal calmly. 

" Very well, have it your own way,'' he said. 
"But you're going to miss a most exciting 
hour." 

" But yes ! That is why it is that I stay," re- 
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plied Marie calmly. " I don^t wish for your ex- 
citement ; it might be too strong for me." 

So we left her there at Hopeton, sitting at the 
tea-table with her cold face as inscrutable as 
marble, her fingers idly crumbling a fragment of 
bread. 

I had forgotten — even if I had had the oppor- 
tunity — ^to warn Marigold that Betty was wait- 
ing for us outside. The Laird saw her as soon 
as we came out. His face darkened, and again I 
feared a scene. 

"And what might the doctor's daughter be 
wanting at Hopeton? " he demanded, looking at 
her with set face and lowered brows. 

I felt it was up to me to take the brunt> if the 
outburst had to come. 

"Miss Forbes is my promised wife,'' I said 
boldly. "What I know she knows, and she is 
naturally interested in the sequel." 

" So, Seaton ! YouVe been treasure hunting 
on your own, eh? Ha, ha ! Let her come ! Let 
her come ! The more the merrier ! " 

At that moment Boy and Morgan appeared 
with the necessary tools, and nothing further was 
said of Betty's presence. 

I looked at my watch as we set out for Black- 
dikes. It was just after half-past five, but the 
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daylight is long in Scotland in July, and I 
thought we should have plenty of time for all 
that was to be done. 

Boy and his father led the way. Morgan hung 
back to have a word with me. 

"Congratulations, Seaton, my boy,'* he said, 
giving my arm a squeeze. "You are some sticker. 
Dear, dear, I had mighty near given up prospect- 
ijig for gold in this section. If it hadn't been 
for you we'd never have made good. Marigold 
has handed it out that you've acquired your own 
little prize packet simultaneously. Gee! You 
are a lucky chap." 

" So are you with Marigold," I answered, when 
I had thanked him for his words. "It is a 
great day." 

"Yes," he agreed. "I shall claim Marigold 
as soon as the first coin is turned up. So don't 
grudge your sweat when the digging begins, 
Seaton ! " 

It took us fully three quarters of an hour to 
get to the wood upon the hillside, for though it 
was but two miles as the crow flies, it was con- 
siderably more by the paths across the country. 

We walked in couples. The Laird had called 

Morgan to him and they took the lead ; Eoy and 

his sister followed, while Betty and I — ^who were 
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after all only spectators — ^brought up the rear. 
We had fallen some little way behind the others 
by the time they reached the border of the wood, 
for we were intent upon our own talk, which was 
of an intimate and personal nature. 

As the others disappeared among the fir trees 
we hurried forward, anxious to be present when 
the cairn was reached. Before we got to the 
clearing, however, we realized that something 
was amiss. 

The voice of Laird Tanish was raised in boister- 
ous laughter, laughter that sounded, even to us 
who could not yet see his face, so unnatural and 
vicious that Betty instinctively caught my arm 
and clung to it. 

We hurried into the clearing. 

In the middle of it stood the Laird, leaning 
upon the handle of a spade, his raucous laughter 
still ringing among the trees. The others stood 
silent, looking, with dismay, at the ground be- 
fore them. As my eyes followed theirs, and I 
realized at what they gazed, my heart gave a 
jump within me, and then seemed to stop at the 
shock of my disappointment. 

There was no cairn in the clearing ! 

All around among the grass lay the stones of 

which it had been constructed. The Laird, with 
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his evil grin^ stood upon the edge of a roughly 
dug hole, and around him lay the loose black 
mould that had been excavated. 

Some one had been before us ! 

I recalled the night when I had received that 
crashing blow upon my crown from a spade in 
the hands of Laird Tanish. I had but to glance 
at the expression of triumph and hate that gave 
to his face the look of a devil, in order to know 
who that some one had been. Nor was I the only 
one who guessed the truth, for, a moment after 
Betty and I entered the glade, Morgan, who 
seemed the most collected of the party, spoke in 
his usual quiet manner. 

" Dear, dear, dear. Squire ! So youVe jumped 
the cairn and cleared the dust! Well, well! 
You might have saved us the tramp by a little 
information before we set out." 

"And lost the pleasure of seeing your mean 
little Yankee face drop ! " bellowed the Laird, 
his laughter gone, and a look of concentrated cold 
hate changing his features almost beyond recog- 
nition. " Curse you — curse you all ! Fve lived 
for this. If that would-be clever ass, Seaton, 
had not worried the thing out, Td have found 
some means of getting you here, to enjoy the 

look of disappointaient on your greedy faces. 
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I got the best of you all: You, Morgan, who 
thought you held all the trumps, and refused my 
just demand ; you, Eoy, thief and blackguard that 
you are, who meanly stole my promised wife 
when I could not look after my own. Ha, ha, ha ! 
You at least will squirm before I've done with 
you. My very daughter Marigold intriguing be- 
hind my back with a paid servant — ^making 
clandestine appointments with the very man I 
most hate. — Oh, you're all of you in it, all of 
you, and every one of you has got to suffer for the 
part he has played." 

It was painful to listen to him, and even more 
so to watch his face. As he spoke of us in turn, 
each fresh phrase brought a deeper shade of 
hatred over his face, and if he had appeared a 
devil before he spoke, he was the very chief of 
the fiends ere he had finished. 

"Now that I have you here," he continued, 
turning his eyes, bloodshot with rage, on each of 
us in turn, " sit you down and listen to what I 
have to tell you. You shall hear what's come of 
the treasure and how youVe each and all been 
beaten on the post. Sit you down." 

None of us thought to disobey. For the mo- 
ment we were under the spell of the evil face and 

raucous voice. Without a word we seated our- 

257 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

selves upon the grass, our eyes fixed upon the 
central figure, as he stood over the empty treas- 
ure hole, leaning on the spade and eyeing us like 
some nightmare schoolmaster. 
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"TT is you, Roy, who suffers most by my story,*' 
^ began the Laird, in a colder but more biting 
voice. "And — curse you forever — it is no more 
than your deserts. You dared to come between 
me and what I had set my mind on, and from the 
moment I heard of your crime I swore that you 
should pay the price. Did you think for one 
moment that I was satisfied with one blow at 
your face? — Ha, ha, ha! You have little of the 
Tanish blood in your veins if you got no deeper 
into me than that. 

" Maybe you'd like to know who all but killed 
your — ^your wife " — the word seemed to stick in 
his throat — "on this very spot I stand on? It 
was I ! And if I had killed her outright it would 
have been no murder but a just vengeance on her 
treachery to me. But she repented of it, Roy. 
She gave me her confidence in the end — more 
than she ever gave you, though you are her hus- 
band. 

" Listen — ^when I returned from America and 

found how Td been cheated in my absence I never 
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once faltered in my determination to be re- 
venged. I hung about Blackdikes at night to see 
how things were going with the happy pair. Ha, 
ha! Happy pair indeed! I soon found that 
there was little love on Marie's side of the bar- 
gain. Three nights I watched her slip out alone 
to this very spot on which I stand. I saw her 
pick a few stones from the cairn each time^ drop 
them among the trees^ and then return to the 
farm. On the third night I guessed her secret^ 
and in my just anger at her treachery " — ^it was 
strange how he insisted throughout on the ^^ jus- 
tice " of his own actions and the " treachery " of 
every one else — " I discharged my gun at her be- 
fore I saw that there was a bitter and more 
subtle vengeance to be had. Fortunately I only 
wounded her slightly. Ay, Seaton, you never 
guessed that I was close by, when you rushed 
forward to render first aid. You tried to de- 
ceive me from the first. You've been in league 
with my enemies from the day you came to Hope- 
ton, but all along I've watched you and taken 
your measure. 

"I thought my shot was a blunder, but it 
turned out a good move in the end, for it brought 
Marie over to my side. I had to wait weeks before 

I saw her again, but when she came again to the 
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wood^ as she did at last, I let a few nights pass 
and then I stepped boldly forward and had it 
out with her. Oh^ but she is a cunning one, is 
Marie! She deceived me in her translation of 
the Flemish letter, for our ancestor's servant 
knew where the treasure was hidden and his letter 
contained directions for finding it. Marie kept 
this information to herself, and when I was 
safely out of the country, she married young 
Eoy. But not for love! No, no, don't you be- 
lieve it ! She married you in order to get close 
to the spot where the treasure was hidden. She 
never told you her secret — ^not her. If she had 
ever loved you she would have shared it with 
you, but she slipped out alone, night after night 
to the wood, and laid the cairn flat. 

" I watched her each night, until one by one 
she had lifted the heavy stones and spread them 
round the clearing. I was not fool enough to 
come out of hiding until she had finished the 
heavy work. Ha, ha! Seaton, you may pride 
yourself on your chess, but when it comes to real 
life, I can match my cunning against yours, ay, 
and beat the lot of you.'' 

It was typical of the whole bearing and actions 
of the man, this mean dealing with his fellow- 
conspirator. It made one shiver to hear him 
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exult in his own meanness. I dared not look at 
the others, but sat half -fascinated with horror to 
hear a fellow-being gloat over what most men 
would give a fortune to hide. 

"When I disclosed myself at last, Marie all 
but fainted with fear. I soon had the whole 
story out of her — ^how she used you, Roy, as a 
cloak to cover theft of the treasure — how she got 
her directions from the letter of Hamish's serv- 
ant, and faked up a false translation — ^how little 
by little she meant to get the treasure to a safe 
place, and then leave you forever. Ha, ha, ha! 
A nice wife you sold your birthright to steal, and 
a pleasant recollection you'll have of your mar- 
ried life." 

At last I looked at Roy. I felt I must see how 
he was behaving under his ordeal. He sat with 
a dazed look upon his face, as though he only half 
comprehended what was Being said. I saw that 
Marigold had come over to him and held his hand 
in hers, but I could swear he did not know it. 

" When she saw that I had her in my power," 

continued the Laird pitilessly, " she soon agreed 

to share the treasure with me. It was the best 

she could do for herself. — ^But I never meant 

she should have her share. Not me! And not 

a half -penny of it will she ever lay hands on. 
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" It will gratify you all, self-seeking pack tliat 
you are, to learn tliat we found the treasure at 
this very spot I stand on. Hamish was no liar 
or boaster. The chest was packed to the brim 
with gold — guineas from England, coins from 
France, doubloons from Spain, dobras from 
Portugal — ^a mixed lot but all good yellow gold 
that had been scraped together with infinite 
trouble, and all worth far more than its face 
value to-day. — ^All mine, every farthing of it, 
and I defy the cleverest of you to dock me of a 
stiver. 

^^Ay, and better than the gold itself is to stand 
here and see your greedy faces blank with dis- 
appointment. What, Morgan! You with your 
cheap Yankee cunning to stand up against the 
like of me. You to call yourself a Tanish! 
Why, man, you are a living insult to the race. 
Generations of degenerate Yankee blood have 
diluted the Tanish strain until it produces a 
miserable double-dealing rat that would be a dis- 
grace to the meanest family in the land. And 
you thought you could beat me! Did you think 
I didn^t know you had sneaked into Kilbrennan, 
enlisted my boy's tutor, and made underhand love 
to my daughter? 

"Ay, Seaton, you thought you had managed to 
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get Duncan under your thumb easily ! It never 
struck you that I had but to ask him and he 
would tell anything he knew. Tou didn't think 
it worth while to hide from him your visits to 
Forbes or your meetings with Morgan, but there's 
little you did that I hadn't first-hand news of. 
And I played the lot of you up fine — ^I who was 
the doddering old fool you thought you could all 
turn round your fingers. 

^' You, Morgan, can go back to the States and 
paint your pictures, and thank God that you go 
with a whole neck, for Heaven knows it has been 
a trial to me to keep from twisting it. You 
would marry my daughter, would you? Now you 
know the meaning of my promise. You should 
have her when you found the treasure. Well, the 
treasure was found before ever the promise was 
made. 

"As for you, Marigold, you will get back to 
Hopeton and stay there a shriveled old maid un- 
til the day you drop dead with a sigh of relief 
from your misery. You have gone against me 
for months. You have plotted against me with 
this contemptible Seaton who would crow over 
me because he can play chess better than I can — 
and not so very much better after all ! " 

It was curious how my mastery over Mm at 
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chess had rankled in his diseased mind. It was 
for that alone^ I believe^ that he hated me^ al- 
though no doubt he would have found some other 
grievance against me had this one been non- 
existent. 

" You may think even now, some of you, that 
you can get the better of me," he went on. " Roy 
there might claim the treasure because it was 
found on his land. Let him! Even if he won, 
it would not give him back his wife's love, for he 
never had it. Morgan may put in a claim on the 
strength of Hamish's will. I tell you the gold is 
treasure-trove and if any one of you speaks, the 
law will claim the lot. But could the law find 
it? Ha, ha! It's safely hidden, and none but 
Marie and I know where to look. There's no 
little pictures to follow for it now, and soon it 
will be where I alone can find it. Marie must 
pay for her treachery ! 

" You've heard what I have to say. You, Mari- 
gold, get back to Hopeton and reconcile yourself 
as best you can to the punishment you deserve." 
It did not even occur to him that his daughter 
might disobey his commands. "Roy, never let 
the sight of your accursed face cross my eyes 
again. I'll send your wife back to you, if you 

want her — ^and if she'll go, which I very much 
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doubt. She has squeezed you of all she wanted, 
and it is not likely that she will return. 

'^As for you^ Morgan^ you Yankee jackanapes, 
who fancied he could marry among the Tan- 
ishes — ^you will find your bags flung on the road 
outside the gates of Hopeton. What becomes of 
you matters nothing to me. You are well repaid 
for your treatment of me in the States. You 
can take your friend and cat's-paw Seaton with 
you when you go. He'll find a month's salary 
thrown out with his baggage^ but, like yourself, 
he shall not darken my door again. If that 
doddering old quack Forbes likes to take him in 
and marry him to his long-tongued, red-headed 
girl — so much the better for my vengeance on the 
whole pack of you, for she'll harry the life out 
of him with her infernal chatter." 

The small-minded rancor that filled him 
bubbled out at its lowest in this attack on poor 
Betty. But we all had to have our share, so 
Betty must suffer with the rest 

The Laird paused in his tirade and looked us 
over with his bloodshot eyes, glowering under his 
heavy gray eyebrows. 

" I dare say this is the happiest day of my lif e,'^ 

he said meditatively, his voice exhausted with 

his long effort of vituperation. "To have you 
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all here under my thumbs cowed by the exposure 
of your own tricks and double-dealings^ to see 
your greed for my gold disappointed by my own 
efforts, to have the man who stole my promised 
wife beaten and disillusioned — ^it's meat and 
drink to me — ^meat and drink." 

His voice trailed off towards the end. The 
mad fury, which he had held dammed throughout 
the past weeks, had carried him along thus far 
by the force of its own torrent. As he stood still 
leaning upon the spade, he looked an older man 
than ever I had seen him — a worn-down man to 
be pitied rather than disliked. 

When he ceased to speak a dead silence reigned 
in the clearing. No one moved, no one spoke. 
Each awaited some word or action on the part 
of the other. I glanced around me and saw that 
Marigold was quietly weeping, with her head 
resting on her brother's shoulder. Roy's face 
told me nothing. It was cold and blank, like 
the face of the dead. Jabez Morgan, with hands 
clasped on his updrawn knees, looked at the 
Laird through his deceptive spectacles. It was 
hopeless to guess at his thoughts. 

Early in this painful scene Betty had slipped 

her arm quickly through mine, and drawn close 

to me. Her head was bowed, so that I could not 
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see her face, but I could feel the trembling of the 
arm that rested in mine. 

After all it was the Liaird himself who brought 
the scene to an end. With one last malignant 
look round upon those whom, in his distorted 
mind, he considered his victims, he straightened 
himself, and cast aside the aj^de upon which he 
had leaned throughout. 

"Come, Marigold,'^ he exclaimed harshly. 
" We are going back to Hopeton ! " 

Marigold looked up with a quick frightened 
glance, first at her father, then at Jabez Morgan. 

"No, no, you must not go there. You are 
mine. Marigold," cried the latter, starting to his 
feet. 

She shook her head sadly but firmly. 

" He needs me most,'* she murmured, in a faint 
voice which hardly reached me. 

Again Morgan protested. 

" Miss Forbes will take you in until I can claim 
you as my wife,'' he pleaded. " You cannot go 
back there." 

" I must," replied Marigold more firmly. " He 
needs me most." 

"Ha, ha, ha!" broke in the Laird's harsh 

laughter. " You see how little power you have 

over a Tanish, Morgan. Come along, Marigold." 
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As he started across the clearing his daughter 
rose with a woeful face to follow him, Betty 
ran to her side and seized he.r arm. 

"Come home with me, dear," she begged. 
" Even if it is only for to-night." 

But Marigold gently drew her arm away. 

"It is no use, Betty dear. I am wanted at 
Hopeton. There is little Duncan. I cannot 
leave him alone." She spoke in a low voice but 
so firmly that Betty realized how futile it was to 
attempt to move her. 

The delay irritated the Laird. 

" Come on," he shouted. " I'll have no more 
parleying between my daughter and this crowd 
of sycophants. Gtet you home, girl, and thank 
God that your punishment for being a traitor to 
your own father is no worse. As for you," he 
turned and grinned malignantly at those of us 
who remained, " as for you, may I never see one 
of your accursed faces again." 

With that, almost driving his unfortunate 
daughter before him, he disappeared into the 
wood. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

T17HAT I have now to tell I did not see with 
^^ my own eyes, but have pieced together 
from what I heard long afterwards. 

It was a very painful time for Marigold^ that 
walk back to Hopeton. At first her father raved 
and stormed at her for what he was pleased to 
call her iatrigue with Morgan, but gradually the 
reaction set in after his violent fit of passion, and 
he became so weak and tired that he was com- 
pelled to accept the support of his daughter's 
arm. 

It took them quite an hour to reach the house, 
so that it must have been eight o'clock or a little 
later when they arrived. 

At the thought of seeing Marie and recounting 
to her the tale of his vengeance on his enemies 
the Laird brisked up. He strode into the dining 
room, calling loudly for his daughter-in-law. The 
room was empty. From room to room he strayed 
without coming upon her for whom he sought. 

Returning to the hall he shouted for Mrs. 

Cunningham, the housekeeper. The old lady 
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harried from her room, with the look of anxiety 
that came always on her face when her master 
called for her. 

"Where is my son's wife?" demanded the 
Laird. 

"She's gaun hame, Laird. She's been awa' 
this twa 'oor an' mair." 

" Gone home ! But she was to await me here ! " 

" She didna then," said the old woman. " Ye 
hadna' lang been awa' before she went oot an' 
stairted the wee caur, an' she was awa' doon the 
drive in a meenit without a word tae a sowl." 

" Curse her ! Has she gone back to him then, 
after all her promises ! " exclaimed Laird Tanish, 
striding up and down the hall, his hands clasped 
behind his back and his head bent. 

Marigold watched him from the doorway of 
the dining room, fearful of what his next action 
might be. Suddenly he stopped short as though 
struck by an idea, gave a roar of mingled rage 
and dismay, and rushed from the house. 

Marigold at once jumped to the conclusion that 
in this new access of anger he was going to Black- 
dikes to make more trouble between Marie and 
Boy. She hastily flung a dark cloak over her 
light summer frock, and hurried out after him. 

The sun had now set, and dusk was already be- 
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ginning to gather. She could see her father far 
down the drive^ going at a pace of which one 
would not have believed him capable after his 
recent exhaustion. 

He hurried down the main road until he came 
to the path leading to the fox-cover — the same 
spot to which I had followed him upon the night 
when he felled me with the spade — ^but instead 
of going straight by the path he turned sharply 
to the right, parallel with the main road, but on 
the other side of the hedge. 

Seeing the direction in which he was going 
Marigold followed the road, thus keeping the 
hedge as a screen between her father and herself. 
She could hear the sound of his footsteps and 
catch occasional glimpses of him through the 
hedge and by keeping well behind there was little 
fear of her being observed. 

After keeping in touch in this fashion for 

about a hundred yards, the sound of a rushing 

bum which flowed down the hillside and passed 

through a culvert beneath the road, drowned her 

father's footsteps, and she was compelled to 

trust to chance in her pursuit. She assumed 

that her father must cross the bum and appear 

upon the rising ground beyond, but as she did 

not see him she advanced cautiously to the cul- 
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vert and peered over the parapet. The Laird 
was not to be seen. 

Even as she was wondering what could have 
become of him a deep muf9.ed roar burst out be- 
neath her very feet. Marigold was so startled 
that she ran back from the culvert and stood 
upon the solid road beyond. As she listened 
again she recognized her father's voice, mufied 
yet magnified. He was beneath the roadway in 
the course of the bum, and from the tone of his 
voice Marigold judged that once again his rage 
had mastered him. 

Not knowing but that he might be engaged in 
a conflict with some unknown person. Marigold 
struggled through a gap in the hedge and rushed 
down the steep bank to the burn. She saw her 
father, inside the arch of the culvert, groping 
under the water, his sleeves submerged above the 
elbow and as he groi>ed he cursed and bellowed 
almost like an animal in pain. 

" Gone, gone ! Curse her ! Not a bag, not a 
solitary bag has she missed." 

" Father, father," faltered Marigold. '^ What 
is it? What is the matter? " 

" That accursed woman ! " answered the Laird, 

too preoccupied to be surprised at his daughter's 

presence. "How could she know it was here? 

273 



FOLLOW THE LITTLE PICTURES! 

I never gave her a hint. Night after night I re- 
moved as much as I coold carry, and hid the bags 
here, beneath the culvert It was a great scheme, 
Marigold, for one dark night I could bring the 
car just overhead and be off with the whole 
treasure long before she guessed it. But she 
must have followed me, curse her, and found the 
hiding-place. Who would have believed that a 
pale-faced chit like her would have had such 
devilish cunning? But I'll have it back. Ay, 
if I have to tear the house down to get at 
her!" 

He scrambled out from underneath the culvert 
and, with Marigold following close in his track, 
climbed up the bank and out upon the road. 
There he seemed f o^r a moment to hesitate. 

" If she thinks to share with Koy ITl be the 
death of them both,'' he muttered. " But I doubt 
it, I doubt it! She's not the woman to share 
what she can keep to herself." 

He stood in the roadway thinking and mutter- 
ing to himself, then coming suddenly to a deci- 
sion, he started off at a sharp pace back to 
Hopeton. 

Marigold, keeping close beside him, heard him 
call for the car to be brought round and saw him 
wrap himself up warmly as if for a long run. 
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She hastened to get her own motor-coat, for 
she did not mean that he should leave her 
sight. 

When the car came to the door Laird Tanish 
sent back the driver and himself took the wheel. 
Marigold made to step in after him but he pushed 
her back roughly and slammed the door. 

" No, no,'' he said. " You stay behind. For 
all I know you may just want to spy on me, and, 
whether or no, there may be that done this night 
that it were better you did not see." 

The engine was running. In a moment the car 
was off down the drive, leaving Marigold stand- 
ing upon the steps of Hopeton. 

When Laird Tanish and Marigold had gone 
from the clearing those of us who were left be- 
hind stood silently watching them until they 
were hidden from sight among the undergrowth. 

Morgan was the first to break the spell that 
had been over us for so long. 

" Dear, dear, dear ! '' he exclaimed. " What a 
man ! A thousand years ago he would have been 
credible, but to-day ! Seaton, Vm real sorry Tve 
let you in for this, but how could I tell? I ask 
you — ^would any reasonable being have believed 
that such '' 
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Seeing the look on my face he paused and let 
his eyes follow mine. 

It was Boy. It was sacrilege to talk in the 
presence of agony such as his. It seemed as if 
his brain had been numbed by the disclosure of 
his wife's deceit, and that now it had begun to 
resume its functions. All that he had heard, 
rendered doubly bitter by his father's rancor 
and exultation, swept over him in a flood, break- 
ing down the barriers of self-control, leaving him 
a trembling and broken man, shaken by dry sobs 
that it was a misery to hear. 

She had never loved him! Therein lay the 
bitterness of it all. The deceit, the treachery, 
would have mattered not at all, had only love for 
him been in her heart. But the cruel hard words 
of his father had driven that illusion away for- 
ever. 

We could not stand and gape at grief like his. 
I took Betty's cold hand in mine and led her to 
the furthest comer of the clearing, Morgan fol- 
lowing behind. There we spoke together low- 
voiced of what was to be done. 

" Can we do nothing to help him? '^ said Betty 

brokenly, her dear warm heart aching at the 

sorrow of it. 

" Nothing," I murmured in reply. " Let him 
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have a little time to recover his self-control before 
we speak to him/' 

We waited silently, for there was nothing to 
be said. It began to grow dark and gloomy 
there in the wood where night fell faster than in 
the open country. We waited with our backs to 
Boy that we might not spy upon his weakness, 
and by and by we heard him coming to us. We 
turned to meet him; Morgan placed his hand 
upon the stricken man's shoulder in friendly 
fashion. 

" What is to be done now, Boy? '' he asked very 
quietly. 

"I must see her — ^at least once more." He 
spoke slowly and quietly, as though with an 
effort. 

" Not to-night, Boy, for God's sake,'' said Mor- 
gan beseechingly. ^^ Enough has been said for 
one day. Let it lie over. You'll see things 
clearer to-morrow." 

Boy passed his hand across his brow in a dazed 
fashion, and shook his head. 

" I must see her," he repeated. 

" Come, let us take you home to Blackdikes," 
said Morgan, taking his arm, as he might that 
of a child. 

"Home!" Boy threw back his head and 
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laughed harshly at the darkening blue sky. It 
was a laugh that was not good to hear. 

Yet he permitted himself to be led along the 
narrow path and out of the wood. Betty and I 
followed behind. I was in somewhat of a 
quandary. A feeling of delicacy impelled me to 
turn and go back towards Xilbrennan, but on the 
other hand I had much to talk of with Morgan 
and did not wish to lose sight of him. So Betty 
and I continued to follow, expecting that when 
we reached the farm Morgan would leave Roy 
and return with us. 

The path from the wood brought us into the 
carriage drive leading to the farmhouse, about 
a hundred yards away from the house itself. 
I heard the sound of a motor engine as we 
approached, and on rounding a bend in 
the road saw Roy's little two-seater standing 
in front of the house. Almost at the same 
moment Marie came out of the doorway carry- 
ing a heavy bag, which she placed in the 
car. 

Roy must have seen her at the same moment, 

for he stopped dead in the roadway and stared 

ahead. The rest of us waited to see what he 

would do. 

Marie seated herself in the car, slipped in the 
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clutch, and started down the drive towards us. 
It was fated that these two should meet. 

She saw us as she drew near, and I fancied I 
could read in her face the determination to go 
straight on. But it was not to be. Before she 
reached him Boy stepped right in front of the 
car and, unless she had been willing to run him 
down, she was compelled to put on the brakes. 
The car came to a stop within a few feet of him. 
Marie sat at the steering wheel with pale ex- 
pressionless face, her eyes fixed upon her hus- 
band. 

Boy looked at her in silence. For a moment 
that seemed hours no word was spoken. 

"Why is it that you stop me?" demanded 
Marie at last, with cold and dispassionate 
voice. 

Boy struggled for words. 

" I want — ^to know " he said, and stopped 

as though incapable of articulation. 

"Assuredly you know enough. Has not the 
old man, your father, told you all that it needs 
for you to know? " 

He shook his head. 

** No, no ! " he cried. " Tdl me the truth. He 

may have lied. He wanted to hurt me — ^to cut 

me to the heart — ^he would tell any lie to wound 
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me. Tell me that he lied, Marie, and that you 
love me still." 

He held his arms out towards her in this for- 
lorn hope, but there was no response in that cold 
pale face, no love in the hard black eyes that 
looked contemptuously upon his weakness. 

" If he, your father, has told you that I have 
no love for you, then he has spoken true." Marie 
leaned forward over the wheel, and though she 
spoke coldly and cuttingly, she showed more 
animation than I had seen in her. As she went 
on the words came faster and more incisive: 
" If he told you that I have never loved you, he 
has still spoken true. If he told you that your 
dull Scottish nature is hateful to me, and that I 
would not have lived by you for one day had I 
not desired to steal the gold of your ancestors, 
he still spoke true. I hate you all, you stupid 
people of Scotland, but most of all do I hate you, 
Roy Tanish. Stand aside ! " 

The car started and gathered speed. Roy 
would assuredly have been hurled down and run 
over had not Morgan clutched him by the arm 
and dragged him out of the way. 

As she passed us Marie turned and waved a 

gloved hand daintily, coolly, with a faint derisive 

smile upon her white hard face, 
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" Marie ! Marie ! Come back ! " shouted Koy 
wildly, as he suddenly realized that she was go- 
ing out of his life forever. 

The car sped on down the drive. 

" Stop ! Stop ! " With outstretched arms the 
stricken man rushed madly af ter, shouting as he 
ran. The car gathered speed as it went, and 
rapidly increased its distance, but still he ran, 
hopelessly pursuing what could never be his. 

" Stop him, Bob,'' exclaimed Betty, to whom 
this scene was heart-rending. 

Morgan and I rushed after him. On the main 
road we found him staring wildly after the car, 
which was already a mere speck in the distance. 
Even as we looked it swung round and disap- 
peared into the main road to Glasgow. 

We were startled from our absorption by a 
loud " honk, honk '* and the rush of a heavy car 
behind us. We started quickly to the roadside, 
dragging Roy with us. 

Then, turning, we saw Laird Tanish, hatless 
and with eyes bloodshot and bulging, drawing 
up before us. 
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IF we had not already guessed the reason of 
Marie's flight the si^t of the Laird's &ce, 
even without his words, would have given us the 
clue. The look of triumph had gone, and rage 
and dismay had taken its jilace. 

^^ It's gone, all gone," he shouted at us, for- 
getting in his obsession that we were the very 
people whom he had cursed and derided such a 
short time before. " Where is she? Fll have it 
back if I follow her to hell! If you are hiding 
her. Boy, Fll puU the house down stone by stone 
to find her." 

" She is beyond your reach," said Boy quickly, 
looking his father steadily in the face. ^You 
will never see her nor your accursed treasure 
again." 

It is almost incredible that after his con- 
temptuous treatment of me in the wood the Laird 
should now turn to me for help. Yet so it was. 
So wrapped up was he in his own selfish desire 
that no hint of shame or confusion interfered 

with his actions. 
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" Beaton/' he cried, turning to me. " You 
must know where she has gone, or at least if she 
has been here. Come along, man, tell me quickly. 
You shall not be the loser by it in the end." 

By this time I hated the mere thought of the 
Laird and his treasure. To me, the tragedy of 
Roy's broken life was the only thing that mat- 
tered. It was for him alone to decide what his 
father should be told. So I made no answer to 
his demand except to shake my head slightly. 

" Curse you," he cried. " You are all in league 
against me to let her escape. But she shall not 
escape." 

His face cleared, his eyes lighted up as an idea 
crossed his mind. 

" What were you all looking up the road for, 
then? Ah! I see through it. She has taken 
the Glasgow road! And she's not long gone 
either. I'll have her yet, in spite of you all." 

"No!" cried Boy wildly. "You must not 
follow." 

But his words gave the Laird the confirmation 
he required. 

" Stand back," he shouted, and started the car. 

Roy jumped upon the footboard and reached 

over, but he was too late. The clutch was in, 

and the heavy car began to move. 
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^' Let go, you fool/' shouted the Laird, for Boy 
had a grip upon the steering-wheel that prevented 
his free use of it 

" Never," replied Boy. " Stop the car and let 
her go." 

By now the car was moving forward with in- 
creasing speed. Boy stood on the footboard, 
leaning over the door and clutching at the wheel. 
His father raised his disengaged hand and struck 
him repeatedly full in the face. 

"Tor God's sake, Seaton, do something,'' 
shouted Morgan at my ear. 

There was no time to think. The car was al- 
ready moving rapidly away from us, but I could 
not let these two unnatural enemies leave us in 
the midst of a struggle. I rushed down the road 
and took a flying leap at the collapsed top which 
projected in the rear. I succeeded in pulling my- 
self up and over, and tumbled pell-mell into the 
tonneau. I was just in time. The car was now 
putting on speed rapidly. 

*^Boy, Boy," I shouted, gathering myself up 
and leaning over towards the struggling men. 
"You will wreck the car. Let go, for God's 
sake ! " 

My voice seemed to bring him to his senses. 
He looked up at me, his face bleeding from his 
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father's blows^ and pale with unnatural excite- 
ment. 

" He must not go alone/' he exclaimed desper- 
ately. 

" Get in then," I cried. " And we'll both go 
with him." 

As soon as Boy let go his hold on the steering- 
wheel the Laird paid no further attention to him, 
but devoted himself to the management of the 
car. Eoy clambered into the tonneau beside me, 
but he was not content with that. He must be 
in front', close to the driver. He stepped out on 
the footboard on the opposite side, and made his 
way forward. A moment later he had seated 
himself by his father's side. 

It was the strangest situation. The two men, 
father and son, their interests dramatically op- 
posed, sat side by side in the gathering night, 
silent and determined, rushing at top speed to- 
wards an unknown goal. Behind them, myself, 
a mere spectator, free from the passions that 
blinded them to the dangers of their course, with 
heart in mouth as we swung round the narrow 
bends, or rushed the almost precipitous gradients 
of the narrow road. We were running without 
lights, and I hardly dared to look ahead. 

It was obvious that if we had chosen the right 
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road we must overtake the fugitive before many 
miles had gone by. The little two-seater was 
not good for more than about thirty, while the 
Laird must have been getting the best part of 
sixty out of his big BoUs-Boyce. I felt a vast 
relief when the moon rose round and clear, and 
threw some light upon our wild journeying. Yet 
though the moonlight helped in the main, it made 
the darkness blacker as we rushed into some 
shadowed hollow amongst the hills, or ran under 
the gloom of a wooded stretch of road ; and never 
a word was uttered by either of the passionate 
men upon whose blank silhouetted backs I gazed 
with a strange presentiment of disaster. 

A sudden shout of exultation from the Laird 
brought me excitedly to my feet. He had sighted 
the quarry! 

We were upon the crest of a long hill. • Across 
the valley ahead we could see the white road 
climbing the opposing slope, and faintly out- 
lined in the moonlight, the little two-seater, 
plodding its way upward. 

Laird Tanish vented a bellow of exultant 
laughter. 

" I've got her ! Tve got her ! '' he shouted. 

But Boy sat silent and motionless. I could 

not see his face, and vainly sought some clue 
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to his feelings in the lines of his humped 
back. 

We rushed down that hill and across the valley 
at breakneck speed. Luck must have been on 
our side^ for stretches of the road were in the 
deepest shadow, yet Laird Tanish never for a 
moment slackened his pace. 

When he reached the upward slope he cursed 
furiously at the reduced speedy muttering to him- 
self like the madman I sometimes thought he 
must be. When we reached the summit, another 
savage yell of triumph told me that we had 
gained upon the quarry. Yes, there was the two- 
seater, barely half a mile ahead. One could just 
see it as it crossed the lighter patches of the road. 

Then Boy, who had come to a decision, spoke : 

"You will take your accursed treasure, and 
let her go,'' he said, not questioningly, but defi- 
nitely as an order. 

" I promise nothing. She is a robber, a thief ! 
ril have no mercy on her,'' shouted his father 
savagely. 

" She is my wife. I claim her," replied Eoy. 
He spoke calmly, his voice completely under con- 
trol, but as a man whose determination was un- 
alterable. 

" Be damned to all your claims/' retorted the 
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Laird, Ms eyes intent on the car upon which we 
were rapidly gaining. 

But that woold not do for Boy. He leaned 
across and clutched the steering-wheel. 

^^ Promise that you will take your treasure and 
let her go, or I will dash the car into the road- 
side/' he cried, and I could see enough of his 
face to know that he meant every word of his 
threat. 

For me, seated helpless in the tonneau, it was 
no pleasant position. I was at the mercy of the 
, passions of two men to whom, for all practical 
purposes, I did not exist. A cry for mercy would 
not be heard, or if heard would not be listened to. 
They were both far beyond all considerations of 
reason. 

" Have it your own way," replied the Laird. 
" ni let her go, but much good it will do you.'' 

Boy released his hold and sat back in his place. 
To his father nothing mattered but the money. 
He was prepared to agree to anything did he but 
get back his vanished treasure. 

The car roared on its perilous way. At times 

the two-seater was visible ahead, again it had 

disappeared in the black shadow or vanished. 

round some bend in the road, only to reappear 

closer to us than before, and each tim^ as he 
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saw how we had gained. Laird Tanish shouted 
aloud in his delight. 

By this time Marie had realized that she was 
pursued. More than once I saw her glance 
quickly backward over her shoulder, for we were 
now near enough to distinguish her clearly. An- 
other thing showed that she had observed us — ^we 
did not gain quite so quickly on her. Bealizing 
that we were in chase she had let out her little 
car to its utmost in a desperate effort to escape. 
It was hopeless of course, for at the best she could 
not do much more than a mile or two, yet it made 
Laird Tanish curse viciously when he ceased to 
gain so quickly. 

Gradually we crept up, while in the bright 
moonlight every detail of the car ahead stood 
out as clear as in the day. Soon we were sepa- 
rated by a bare hundred yards — fifty yards — 
twenty yards. 

" Stop, damn you, stop ! " roared the Laird. 

Whether or not his voice carried amid the roar 

of the motors I do not know, but Marie kept 

straight on. Again and again he shouted to hefi 

but without effect. We drew nearer and nearer — 

fifteen yards — ^ten yards — but still she swept on, 

oblivious to the shouts and curses that were 

hurled at her. 
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I stood up, clinging to the front of the tonneau, 
staring ahead almost terror-struck by the speed 
and the excitement of the chase. A deadweight 
of presentiment hung over me — a presentiment 
of disaster and death that paralyzed me beyond 
articulation. 

We were within five yards of the rear of the two- 
seater before the full realization of the Laird's 
madness swept over me, and almost at the same 
moment Marie, too, guessed his damnable intent. 

She turned and looked back over her shoulder. 
The full light of the moon played on her dead- 
white face, and picked out every contour of it. 
We were so close that she could read the Laird's 
purpose in his face. As its full import came 
home to her, an awful change came over her 
pallid features. Fear — ^the crude bald fear of 
death — changed her almost beyond recognition. 
With one wild shriek of terror she turned her 
face from us. It was the last time I was to look 
upon it. 

Boy, too, had guessed his father's intention. 

" My God ! '' he cried and sprang to his feet. 

For there was no attempt made by the Laird 

to draw alongside or pass the pursued one. In 

his mad rage he had forgotten even his own aim. 

At the risk of losing the treasure he sought, of 
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wrecking his own car, of throwing away his life, 
to say nothing of Boy's or mine, he was de- 
liberately steering into the two-seater, hatred 
and revenge being the only emotions left to him. 

We were on a downward slope. The scene, 
with the white moonlight plajring on it, is as clear 
to me as though I stood there now. A little way 
ahead at the bottom of the hill was a bridge over 
a trickling bum and there, too, the road curved 
off to the left. 

"My God!" cried Roy, as he sprang to his 
feet. "Father, father, pull out while there is 
time." 

A wild laugh from the Laird was his only an- 
swer. 

Roy sprang at the steering-wheel. The Laird, 
anticipating his action, rose and faced him with 
one hand still on the wheel. 

There was a blow, a struggle that seemed to me 
to last hours, but which must have been over in 
a moment, and I caught one swift glimpse of the 
two-seater on my left as we swept past it. 

The same moment the [yarapet of the bridge 

loomed big ahead. I saw two black struggling 

figures towering above me, locked in each other's 

arms. There was a crash as if the world had 

come to an end — and that is the last I remember. 
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CHAPTER XXVni 

" TT E'S no deid, lass, but I doot '' 

■*•-*- I opened my eyes to a glimpse of a 
gorgeous color. I seemed to see the face of Betty, 
pale and tear-stained, bending over me, and sun- 
light playing on her chestnut hair. It was only 
a glimpse and then a great pain swept over me, 
swallowed me up, and carried me down, down 
to oblivion. 

When I again recovered consciousness I did 
not know whether moments or days had passed. 
I did not care. So weak was I that I lay, aware 
of my existence indeed, but powerless to raise 
my eyelids to examine my surroundings. I could 
hear faint movements around me, and once or 
twice a whispered word. How long I might have 
remained in this state I cannot tell, but I was 
aroused from it by a new sensation so thrilling 
that it would almost have brought me back from 
the grave. 

As I lay with closed eyes, conscious but no 

more, I became aware of a faint agreeable sensa- 
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tion upon my forehead, and a warmth of air upon 
my face. Even as I speculated weakly on the 
source of these sensations something soft and 
warm touched my lips, and lay close and still 
more closely against them; its gentle pressure 
increased and my lips pursed half consciously 
to meet it. My heart beat more strongly, my 
breath came faster, and I opened my eyes slowly, 
almost fearfully, lest I should break the spell 
that was a-weaving in my clouded mind. 

The dear brown eyes of Betty were the first sight 
that greeted mine. It was the warmth of her 
sweet lips that had roused me from my lethargy. 
As she saw my eyes open upon hers she started 
up with a cry of joy, but seeing, no doubt, the 
look of disappointment on my face, she pressed 
her lips again to mine, and her warm tears rolled 
down my cheeks. 

"Hoots, lassie," said the voice of Doctor Forbes 
from somewhere beyond the range of my vision, 
"dinna gi'e up hope. We'll pull him through 
yet." 

Betty raised her beautiful head. 

" We have, dad, we have ! " she said brokenly, 

and it did me good to hear the joy that mingled 

with her sobs. " He is conscious at last." 

I tried to speak, but the words would not come, 
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so instead, I smiled weakly. Then I felt the old 
doctor's hand upon my brow and saw his whole- 
some genial face looking down at me. 

^^Guid lad!" he said in a subdued voice. 
^^ Lie quaet an' dinna be fashed. You're a'richt 
noo. Well mak' a man o' you yet." 

For days I lay weak and speechless but happy. 
I could watch Betty as she sat by my bedside or 
moved about the room quietly, busy with the 
linen or the medicine bottles. I have since been 
told that it is a marvel my eyes didn't fall out, 
so much did I turn and twist them in my efforts 
to miss no movement of my beloved. 

I recovered my speech slowly, and at first they 
would not let me talk. Gradually, however, I 
regained my strength, and at last came a happy 
day when I could speak with Betty without fear 
of being hushed to silence. 

" The dad says it's all right," Betty told me 
with a happy smile. " So long as we don't dis- 
cuss controversial subjects. You know what 
that means, Bob. You must ask no questions 
about — about the past." 

As the one thing I wanted to learn about most 

was the past that put somewhat of a damper 

upon me. I think, however, that the doctor soon 

saw that I was really beginning to worry about 
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things and that ignorance was more likely to 
retard my recovery than knowledge. 

He came into my room one day soon after, and 
sat down by my bedside. 

" Weel, Bob— for I doot ye^l ha'e tae be Bob 
tae me hereafter " — ^he began in friendly f ashion, 
and this was his first reference to the new rela- 
tions between Betty and myself — "I daursay 
there's things ye wud like fine tae ken? '^ 

" There are, doctor," I answered. " But first, 
tell me, has Betty spoken to you of — of *' 

"Ay, ay, lad, dinna fash yoursel'," he inter- 
rupted kindly, to save me the embarrassment of 
an avowal. " Betty has telt me that you want 
her. She micht dae waur, ye ken. Dinna you 
fash yourseP aboot that." 

It may seem a grudging acceptance of a son- 
in-law, that she " micht dae waur," but the doc- 
tor was an undemonstrative old Scotsman, and 
the kindly pressure of his hand on mine meant 
more than the words. 

"You^l be wantin' tae ken the end o' your 
adventure, Tm thinkin'?*' he asked, quickly 
changing the subject. 

"Yes," I answered eagerly. "What has be- 
come of Boy and the Laird and Marie? Where 

is Morgan? And ^" 
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^^ Yin at a time, yin at a time," the doctor in- 
terruptedy smiling at my eagerness. ^ I'd best 
joist tell ye the story in my ain words. 

^^ Pair Boy! " he paused to let these words sink 
into my mind, and thus break the news more 
gently. '' He was a fine lad, was Boy. It was a 
peety he got mixed up wi' that furrin woman. 
He was deid when they found him. Him an' his 
faither, — ^baith. Hoo it was that you escapit 
alive, Guid kens. But there wisna muckle life 
in you, come tae think on it. The caur loupit 
doon intae the bed o' the bum, a maitter o' fifty 
feet or mair an' smashed itsel' tae smithereens 
again' the stanes. They brocht you back for 
deid, but Betty wud ha'e it that there was life in 
you, an' sure eneuch she was richt." 

"And Marie? " I asked. 

" I ken nowt o' her. Her disappearance wisna 
brocht up at the inquiry. The twa things werena' 
connected. But she hisna' been seen since." 

"Then the Hopeton treasure is lost!" I ex- 
claimed. 

" So I understand f rae Betty. I only ken what 

she has telt me aboot the treasure. The furrin 

woman is clear awa' wi' it, o* that you may be 

shair." 

I lay silent, thinking of what he had told me. 
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" Perhaps it is as well," I said at last " It 
has caused enough trouble, and I doubt if it will 
bring much happiness to Marie. — By the way, 
how long have I been ill? " 

^^ Mair than a month," replied Doctor Forbes, 
to my astonishment. 

"And what of Morgan — ^where is he now? " 

"After everything was settled up an' you were 
oot o' danger, he went awa' fae a while, but he's 
back in the toon again, an' anxious tae see you, 
as sune as I'll gi'e him leave. In fact, he's been 
ca'in' me jailer, an' kidnapper an' sic like, for 
the last week or mair. If you think it's no' ower 
muckle for you, we micht let him in the mom, 
juist lang eneuch tae si)eir the time o' day." 

So next day I saw Morgan's beaming spec- 
tacles once again. He was unaffectedly delighted 
to see me, and stood rubbing his hands and ex- 
claiming for an unconscionable time. 

" Dear, dear, dear ! This is a great day, Seaton. 
That jailer of yours is a holy terror. I should 
have seen you a week ago, but for his rules and 
regulations. He's worse than a New York traffic 
cop." 

I smiled upon him and let him talk. 

" Well, well, it's all over now, thank Gtod, but 

I can't look at you lying there without blaming 
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myself for your troubles. I got you into all this 
mess^ Seaton^ with these damned little pictures. 
Even at the last I cried to you to do something, 
and landed you in for that unholy smash. No- 
body but you knows what really happened that 
night. Was it an accident? " 

Now I knew, as surely as I know anything on 
this earth, that Boy had deliberately pulled the 
car across the road to save his false wife. He 
did it with a full knowledge of what would be the 
end, but — ^what good would come from speaking 
of it? 

" Yes/^ I answered. "A pure accident. — ^The 
light was bad — ^the Laird was driving. — ^He did 
not see the bend in the road." 

"You had a marvellous escape. Dear, dear, 
dear, there wasn't one chance in a million that 
you'd be alive — ^yet here you are, as bright as a 
new silver dollar." 

" What of Marigold? " I asked. 

"She is recovering," answered Morgan. "It 

was a terrible shock to her, but she is getting 

over it. Seaton, my boy, Fve overcome all her 

objections at last, and she's going to marry me 

and come with me to the States. We shall take 

young Duncan with us, and lease Hopeton until 

he grows up." 
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"The best thing you could do/' I agreed 
heartily. "Take her right away to fresh sur- 
roundings. She would never be happy here/' 

I was well enough to be at Marigold's wed- 
ding. It was a very quiet wedding, but looking 
at the face of the bride and bridegroom I knew 
that it would turn out a happy one. 

I have proved myself right, too, for Betty and 
I have twice journeyed to the States and visited 
the Morgans, and a happier household I have 
never seen — ^with one exception. But, then, there 
is only one Betty. 

Morgan even now will sometimes grow apolo- 
getic about the troubles he let me in for, and put 
them all down to those " damned little pictures." 
I never agree with him. 

"You mustn't grumble, Morgan," I tell him. 
" We followed the little pictures, you know. The 
tragedy would have come just the same without 
them, but not the joy that is ours to-day." 



THB END 
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